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T  O 


THE  KING. 


S   I  R, 

OUR  Majefty's  Goadnefs  m 
permitting  your  Royal  Name 
to  ftand  before  the  following 
Piece,  is  an  Inftance  of  the 
greateft  Condefcenfion  of  a 
Great  Mind.  And  this  Permiflion,  after 
having  honoured  the  Performance  of  it  with 
your  Royal  Prefence,  the  more  fenfibly 
touches  Me,  as  it  will  naturally  lead  every 
one  to  this  Reflexion,  That  fo  great  an 
Honour  would  not  have  been,  allowed  it, 

A  2  had 
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had  it  not  appeared  free  from  all  Offence 
againn:  the  Rules  of  Good- Manners  and 
Decency. 

Thus,  whilft  your  Majefty  fits  as  a 
watchful  Arbiter  of  the  greatefl  Affairs  that 
ever  perplexed  Europe^  You  can  delcend 
to  the  innocent  Amulements  of  Life  ;  and 
take  a  Pleafure  in  favouring  an  Attempt 
to  add  to  their  Number. 

We  fee  with  Joy,  in  your.  Majefty,  an 
undeniable  Proof,  That  the  true  Greatneis 
and  Luflre  of  a  Prince  is  founded,  not  upon 
the  Magnificence  of  Pomp  and  Shew,  and 
Power,  but  upon  the  whole  Tenor  of  a  Con- 
duct formed  for  fecuring  and  confirming  the 
Rights  and  Happinels  of  his  .Subjects.  This, 
being  built  upon  publick  Facts,  will  always 
remain  plainly  legible  in  the  Annals  of 
Hiftory,  when  the  Traces  of  the  moll:  deli- 
cate Flattery  mail  be  all  loft  and  gone. 

When  the  Records  of  our  Country  mail  . 
barely  tell  the  World  the  glorious  Appearance 
in  this  Nation,  upon  a  late  trying  Occa- 
fipj ;  and  fay— --That,  upon  a  violent  Attack 

made 


DEDICATION. 

made  upon  your  Crown,  all  Orders  and 
Degrees,  all  Seels  and  Parties  amongft  us, 
rofe  up,  as  One  Man;  not  contenting 
Themfelves  to  ofler  their  Lives  and  For- 
tunes in  the  Sounds  of  formal  AddrerTes  ; 
hut  actually  pouring  out  their  Treafures, 
and  hazarding  their  Perfons- —  That  your 
whole  People  did  not  think  Themfelves 
iafe  without  Your  Safety ;  nor  their  Reli- 
gion, Laws,  and  Properties  fecure,  but  in 
the  Security  of  your  Royal  Perfon  and 
Government — —  When  this  mail  be  told— :- 
This  alone,  This  Voice  of  the  Publick, 
exprefled  in  Deeds,  will  be  the  higheft 
Panegyrick ;  greater,  and  truer  Praife,  than 
all  the  Words  which  Invention  and  Art 

can  put  together  But  I  forget  myfelf, 

and  my  Duty. 

I  ought  not,  upon  the  prefent  Occafion, 
to  interrupt  your  Cares  for  the  Publick,  any 
farther,  than  to  exprefs  my  deep  Senfe  of 
your  Royal  Favour  and  Condefcen/ion ; 

and  to  fend  up  my  warmefr.  Vows  

That  your  Majefty  may  long  enjoy  the 

Fruits 
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Fruits  of  a  Conduct  in  Government,  wnicti 
is  the  Security  to  your  Subje&s  of  all  that 

is  valuable  upon  Earth  !  That  you  may 

live  through  a  Courfe  of  many  Years,  the 
Delight  of  your  happy  People ;  the  Ex- 
ample to  all  the  Princes  around  you,  of 
political  Truth  and  Juftice,  fuperior  to  all 

the  little  Arts  of  Fraud  and  Perfidy  \ 

And  that  the  Succeffion  to  the  Crown  of 
thefe  Realms,  in  your  Royal  Line,  may 
never  fail  to  eftablifh,  and  continue  the 
Bleflings  we  enjoy,  to  our  lateft  Pofterity. 
I  am, 

May  it  pleafe  your  Maje/ty, 

Tour  Majejlfs  mojl  devoted  and 
ebedicnt  SubjeB  and  Servant, 


Benjamin  Ho  ably* 


PROLOG  U  E. 

Written  by  Mr.  Gar  rick. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  JR   r  A  N. 

WHILE  other  Culprits  brave  it  to  the  lafl ; 
Nor  beg  for  Mercy  till  the  Judgment' s  pa/l  : 
Poets  alone,  as  confcious  of  their  Crimes, 
t>pen  their  trials  with  imploring  Rhymes. 
Thus  cram'd  with  Flat  fry  and  low  Submiffion^ 
Each  trite  dull  Prologue  is  the  Bard's  Petition. 
A Jlale  Device  to  calm  the  Critical  Furyy 
And  bribe  at  once  the  Judges  and  the  Jury. 

But  what  avail  fuch  poor  repeated  Arts  ? 
*fbe  whimpering  Scribbler  ne'er  can  touch  your  Hearts  : 
Nor  ought  an  ill-tini'd  Pity  to  take  place  — 
Fafl  as  they  rife  defer oy  th9  increafing  Race: 
The  Vermin  elfe  will  run  the  Nation  o9er  ■ 
By  faving  One,  you  breed  a  Million  more. 

Tho9  difappointed  Authors  rail  and  rage, 
At  fancy* d  Parties,  and  a  fenfelefs  Age, 
Yet  fill  has  Jujlice  triumph9 d  on  the  Stage. 
Thus  fpeaks  and  thinks  the  Author  of  to-day, 
And  faying  this,  has  little  more  to  fay. 
He  asks  no  Friend  his  partial  Zeal  to  floew, 
Nor  fears  the  groundkfs  Cenfures  of  a  Foe 
He  knows  no  Friend/hip  can  protect  the  Fool^ 
Nor  will  an  Audience  be  a  Party9 s  T ool. 
9Tis  inconfijient  with  a  free- born  Spirit, 
To  fide  with  Folly ,  or  to  injure  Merit. 
By  your  Decifion  he  mujl  fall  or  fland, 
Nor,  the?  he  feels  the  Lafh,  will  blame  the  Hand. 
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THE 

#. Suspicious  Husband, 


ACT    I.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

RangerV  Chambers  in  the  Temple. 

Enter  Range  r. 

C^gg^N  CE  more  I  am  got  fafe  to  the  temple  — 

P^sS^i^  let  me  refled  a  little         I  have  fet  up  all 

°  mi  Night.  I  have  my  Head  full  of  bad  Wine, 
and  theNoifeof  Oaths,  Dice,  andthedamn'd 
Ss^^SsO  tingling  of  Tavern  Bells  •,  my  Spirits  jaded, 
and  my  Eyes  funk  into  my  Head :  and  all  this  for  the 
Conversion  of  a  Company  of  Fellows  I  defpife.  Their 
Wit  lies  only  in  Obfcenity,  their  Mirth  in  Noife,  and 
their  Delight  in  u  Box  and  Dice.  Honefl:  Ranger,  take 
my  Word  for  it,  thou  art  a  mighty  filly  Fellow. 

Enter  Servant,  with  a  Wig  drefs'd. 

Where  have  you  been,  Rafcal  ?  If  I  had  not  had  the  Key 
in  my  Pocket,  I  muft  have  waited  at  the  Door  in  this 
dainty  Drefs. 

Serv.  I  was  only  below  combing  out  your  Honour's 
Wig, 

B  Rang* 


2  The  Sufpicious  Husband. 

Rang.  [Pulling  off  bis  Wig.]  Well,  give  me  my  Cap- 
Why,  how  like  awaking  Dog  do  you  look,  compared  to  that 
fpruce*  fober  Gentlemaft- — Go,  you  batter'd  Devil,  and  be  . 
made  fit  to  be  feen. 

Serv.  Cod,  my  Matter's  very  merry  this  Morning. 

[Exit. 

Rang.  And  now  for  the  Law.  [Reads. 

fall  me  no  more,  I  am  deceived, 
That  Cloe'j  falfe  and  common. 
By  Heaven,  I  all  along  believ'd 
She  was  a  very  Woman. 
As  fuch  I  lik'd,  as  fucb  carefs'd  ; 
She  ftill  was  conjlant,  when  pojfeft : 
She  could  do  more  for  no  Man. 

Honeft  Congreve  was  a  Man  after  my  own  Heart. 

Enter  Servant. 

Have  you  been  for  the  Money  this  Morning,  as  I  or- 
dered you  ? 

Serv.  No,  Sir,  you  bad  me  go  before  you  was  up-— 
I  did  not  know  your  Honour  meant  before  you  went  to 
Bed. 

Rang.  None  of  your  Jokes,  I  pray;  but  to  Bufinefs— • 
Go  to  the  CofFee-houfe,  and  enquire  if  there  has  been 
any  Letter  or  Meffage  left  for  me. 

Serv.  I  fhall,  Sir.  $Mth 

Rang.  Tou  think  fhe's  falfe ',  I  am  fur  e  Jhe*s  kind, 
1  take  her  Body,  you  her  Mind ; 
Which  has  the  better  Bargain  ? 

Oh,  that  I  had  fuch  a  foft,  deceitful  Fair  to  lull  my  Senfes 
to  their  defir'd  Sleep —  [Knocking  at  the  Door.]  Come  in. 

Enter  Simon. 

Rang-  Oh,  Mailer  Simon,  is  it  you  ?  How  long  have 
you  been  in  Town  ? 


Simon. 


The  Sufpkious  Husband.  § 

Simon.  Juft  come*  Sir,  and  but  for  a  little  time  nei- 
ther ;  and  yet  I  have  as  many  Meffages  as  if  we  were  to 
itay  the  whole  Year  round.  Here  they  are,  all  of  them. 
\JPulls  out  a  Number  of  Cards."]  And  among  them  one 
for  your  Honour. 

Rang.  [Reads.]  ClarindaV  Compliments  to  her  Coufin 
Ranger,  and  Jhould  be  glad  to  fee  him  for  ever  fo  little  a  time 
that  he  can  be  fpar'dfrom  the  more  weighty  Bufinefs  of  the 
Law* — —Ha!  ha!  ha !  the  fame  merry  Girl  I  ever  knew 
Jier. 

Simon.  My  Lady  is  never  fad,  Sir.  [Knocking  at  the  Boor. 
Rang.  Pr'ythee,  Simon,  open  the  Door.  I 

Enter  Millener. 

Well,  Child—  and  who  are  you  ? 

Mille.  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  gives  her  Service  to  you,  and 
has  fent  you  home  the  Liflnen  you  befpoke. 

Rang.  Well,  Simon,  my  Service  to  your  Lady,  and 
let  her  know  I  will  moft  certainly  Wait  upon  her — 'lam 
a  little  bufy,  Shwn — and  fo  

Simon.  Ah,  you're,  a  Wag,  Matter  Ranger,  you're  a 
Wag  but  Mum  for  that !  {Ekit: 

Rang.  I  fwear,  my  Dear,  you  have  the  prettied  paii  of 

Eyes — the  loveliefl:  pouting  Lips-  I  never  faw  you 

before. 

Mille.  No,  Sir —  I  was  always  in  the  Shop. 

Rang.  Was  you  fo  ?  Well,  and  what  does  your  Mi- 
ftrefs fay  ?< —  The  Devil  fetch  me,  Child,  you  look'd  fo 
prettily,  that  I  could  not  mind  one  Word  you  faid. 

Mille*  Lard,  Sir,  you  are  fuch  another  Gentleman  ! 
Why,  flie  fayslhe  is  forry  fhe  could  not  fend  them  fooner. 
Shall  I  lay  them  down  ?  , 

Rang.  No,  Child.  Give  'em  me !  Dear  little  fmiling 
Angel   [Catches,  and  kijfes  her. 

Mille.  I  beg,  Sir,  you  would  be  civil. 

Rang.  Civil  ?  Egad,  I  think  I  am  very  civil. 

[Kijfes  her  again. 


Entef 
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Enter  Servant,  and  Bellamy. 
Serv.  Sir,  Mr.  Bellamy. 

Rang.  Damn  your  Impertinence— Oh,  Mr.  Bellamy^ 
your  Servant. 

Mille.  What  fhall  I  fay  to  my  Miftrefs  ? 
Rang.   Bid  her  make  half  a  dozen  more  ;  but  befure 
you  bring  them  home  yourfelt.  [Exit  Millener.]  Pfhah  ! 
Pox    Mr.  Bellamy,  how  (hould  you  like  to  be  fervid  fo 
youridf 

BeUa.  How  can  you,  Ranger,  for  a  Minute's  Pleafure, 
give  an  innocent  Girl  the  Pain  of  Heart  I  am  confident 
fhe  felt  ? —  There  was  a  modeft  Blufh  upon  her  Cheek 
convinces  me  fhe  was  honeft. 

Rang.  May  be  fo.  I  was  refolv'd  to  try,  however. 
Bella.  Fy,  Ranger, —  will  you  never  think  ? 
Rang.  Yes,  but  I  can't  be  always  thinking.  The  Law 
is  a  damnable  dry  Study,  Mr.  Bellamy,  and  without  fome- 
ihing  now  and  then  to  amufe,  and  relax,  it  would' be  too 

much  for  my  Brain,  I  promife  ye  But  I  am  a  mighty 

fober  Fellow  grown —  Here  have  I  been  at  it  thefe  three 
Hours —  but  the  Wenches  will  never  let  me  alone  - 

Bella.  Three  Hours!  —  Why,  do  you  ufually  ftudy  in 
fuc|  Shoes  and  Stockings  ? 

Rang.  Rat  your  inquifitive  Eyes.  Ex  pede  Herculem. 
Egad,  you  have  me  !  The  Truth  is,  I  am  but  this  Mo- 
ment returned  from  the  Tavern.  What,  Frankly  here  too  ! 

Enter  Frankly. 

>  Frank.  My  Boy  Ranger,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you. 
Bellamy,  let  me  embrace  you.  You  are  the  Perfon  I  want. 
I  hove  been  at  your  Lodgings,  and  was  directed  hither. 

Rang.    It  is  to  him  then  I  am  oblig'd  for  this  Vifit: 
Bdt  with  all  my  Heart —  He  is  the  only  Man,  to  whom  1 
don't  care  how  much  I  am  oblig'd.  J 
Bella.  Your  very  humble  Servant,  Sir. 
Frank.  You  know,  Ranger,  I  want  no  Inducement 

to  be  with  you.  But —  You  look  fadly—  What  No 

jnercilefs  Jade  has —  Has  fhe  ?  Rang. 
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Rang.. No,  no.  Sound  as  a  Roach,  my  Lad.  I  only 
got  a  little  too  much  Liquor  laft  Night,  which  I  have  not 
flept  off  yet. 

Bella.  Thus,  Frankly^  it  is  every  Day.  All  the  Morn- 
ing his.  Plead  akes,  at  Noon  he  begins  to  clear  up,  to- 
Wards  Evening  he  is  good  Company,  and  all  Night  he  is 
carefully  providing  for  the  fame  Courfe  the  next  Day. 

Rang.  Why,  I  muft  own,  my  ghoftly  Father,  I  did 
relapfe  a  little  laft  Night,  juft  to  furnifh  out  a  decent 
Confeflion  for  the  Day. 

Frank.*  And  he  is  now  doing  Penance  for  it.  Were  you 
his  Confeflbr  indeed,  you  could  not  well  defire  more. 

Rang.  Charles^  he  fets  up  for  a  Confeflbr  with  the  worft 
Grace  in  the  World.  Here  has  he  been  reproving  me  for 
t  being  but  decently  civil  to  my  Millener.  Plague!  becaufe 
the  Coldnefs  of  his  Conftitution  makes  him  infenfible  of  a 
fine  Woman's  Charms,  every  body  elfe  muft  be  fo  too. 

Bella.  I  am  no  lefs  fenfible  of  their  Charms  than  you 
are;  tho*  I  cannot  kifs  every  Woman  I  meet,  or  fall 
in  Love,  as  you  call  it,  with  every  Face  which  has 
the  Bloom  of  Youth  upon  it.  I  would  only  have  you  a 
little  more  frugal  of  your  Pleafures. 

Frank.  My  dear  Friend,  this  is  very  pretty  talking. 
But  let  me  tell  you,  it  is  in  the  Power  of  the  very  firft 
Glance  from  a  fine  Woman  utterly  to  difconcerc  all  your 
Philofophy. 

Bella.  It  muft  be  from  a  fine  Woman  then:  and  not 
fuch  as  are  generally  reputed  fo— And  it  muft  be  a 
thorough  Acquaintance  with  her  too,  that  will  ever  make 
an  Impreffion  on  my  Heart. 

Rang.  Would  I  could  fee  it  once !  For  when  a  Man 
has  been  all  his  Life  hoarding  up  a  Stock,  without  al- 
lowing himfelf  common  Neceflaries ,  it  tickles  me  to  the 
Soul  to  fee  him  lay  it  all  out  upon  a  wrong  Bottom,  and 
become  a  Bankrupt  at  laft. 

Bella.  Well,  I  don't  care  how  foon  you  fee  it.  For  the 
■  Minute  I  find  a  Woman  capable  of  Friendfhip,  Love, 
F  and  Tendernefs,  with  Good-fenfe  enough  to  be  always 

B  3  eafyt 
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€afy,  and  Good-nature  enough  to  like  me :  I  will  im- 
mediately put  it  to  the  Trial,  which  of  us  fhall  have  the 
greateft  Share  of  Happinefs  from  the  Sex,  You  or  I. 

Rang.  By  marrying  her,  I  fuppofe!  Capable  of  Friend- 
fhip,  Love,  and  Tendernefs,  ha,  ha,  ha!  That  a  Man 
of  your  Senfe  Paould  talk  fo.  If  flie  be  capable  of  Love 
'tis  all  I  require  of  my  Miftrefs ;  and  as  every  Woman, 
who  is  young,  is  capable  of  Love,  I  am  very  reafonably 

in  Love  with  every  young  Woman  I  meet.  My  Lord 

Coke,  in  a  Cafe  I  read  this  very  Morning,  fptaks  my  very 
Senfe. 

Both.  My  Lord  Coke! 

Rang.  Yes,  piy  Lord  Coke!  What  he  fays  of  one  Wo- 
man, I  fay  of  the  whole  Sex.  /  take  their  Bodies,  you 
their  Minds  \  which  has  the  better  Bargain? 

Frank.  There  is  no  arguing  with  fo  great  a  Lawyer. 
Suppofe  therefore  we  adjourn  the  Debate  to  fome  other 
time.  I  have  fome  ferious  Bufmefs  with  Mr.  Bellamy^ 
land  you  want  Sleep  I  am  fure. 

Rang.  Sleep!  mere  Lofs  of  Time,  and  Hindrance  of 
Bufinefs —  We  Men  of  Spirit5  Sir,  are  above  it. 

Bella.  W hither  fiiall  we  go? 

Frank.  Into  the  Park.  My  Chariot  is  at  the  Door. 

Bella.  Then  if  my  Servant  calls,  you'll  fend  him 
after  us.  [Exeunt. 

Rang.  I  will.  [Looking  on  the  Card  "]  Clarinda's  Ser- 
vic££—  A  pox  of  this  Head  of  mine!  Never  once  to  ask 
where  flie  was  to  be  found.  It's  plain  fhe  is  not  one  of 
us,  or  I  fhou'd  not  have  been  fo  remifs  in  my  Inquiries. 
*—  No  matter — I  fhall  meet  her  in  my  Walks, 

Servant  enters. 

Scrv.  There  is  no  Letter  nor  Mefiage,  Sir. 

Their  my  Things,  to  drefs.  [Exeunt. 
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A  Chamber. 


Enter  Mrs.  Stri&land,  and  Jacintha,  meeting. 

Mrs.  Strift.  Good-morrow,  my  dear  Jacintha. 

Jacin.  Good-morrow  to  you,  Madam.  I  have  brought 
my  Work,  and  intend  to  fit  with  you  this  Morning.  I 
hope  you  have  got  the  better  of  your  Fatigue.  Where 
is  Clarinda  ?  I  fhould  be  glad  if  ihe  wou'd  come,  and 
work  with  us. 

Mrs.  Strift.  She  work!  She  is  too  fine  a  Lady  to  do 
any  thing.  She  is  not  ftirring  yet —  we  muft  let  her  have 
her  Reft.  People  of  her  wafte  of  Spirits  require  more  time 
to  recruit  again. 

Jacin.  It  is  pity  flie  (hould  be  ever  tir'd  with  what  is 
fo  agreeable  to  every  body  elfe.  I  am  prodigioufly  pleas'd 
with  her  Company. 

Mrs.  Strift.  And  when  you  are  better  acquainted,  you 
will  be  ftill  more  pleas'd  with  her.  You  muft  rally  her 
upon  her  Partner  at  Bath :  for,  I  fancy,  Part  of  her  Reft 
has  been  difturb'd  on  his  Account. 

Jacin.  Was  he  really  a  pretty  Fellow  ? 

Mrs.  Stritt.  That  I  can't  tell.  I  did  not  dance  myfelf, 
and  fo  did  not  much  mind  him.  You  muft  have  the  whole 
Story  from  herfelf. 

Jacin.  Oh,  I  warrant  ye,  I  get  it  all  out.  None  arc 
fo  proper  to  make  Difcoveries  in  Love  as  thofc  who  are 
in  the  Secret  themfelves. 


Lucet.  Madam,  Mr.  Striilland  is  inquiring  for  you. 
Here  has  been  Mr.  Buckle  with  a  Letter  from  Tiis  Matter, 
which  has  made  him  very  angry.  Hk*?* 

Jacin.  Mr.  Bellamy  faid  indeed  he  would  try  him  once 
mare,  but  I  fear  it  will  prove  in  vain*  Tell  your  Mafter 


Enter  Lucetta. 
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J  am  here.  [Exit  Lucetta.]  What  fignifies  Fortune,  when 
it  only  makes  us  Slaves  to  other  People? 

Mrs.  Strict.  Do  not  be  uneafy,  my  Jacintha.  You  (hall 
always  find  a  Friend  in  me  :  But  as  for  Mr.  StriUland^ 
I  know  not  what  ill  Temper  hangs  about  him  lately. 
Nothing  fatisfies  him.  You  faw  how  he  receiv'd  us  when 
we  came  off  our  Journey;  tho'  Clarinda  was  fo  good 
Company.  He  was  barely  civil  to  her,  and  downright  rude 
to  me. 

Jacin.  I  cannot  help  faying  I  did  obferve  it. 
Mrs.  Siritt.  I  faw  you  did.  Hufh!  he's  here. 

Enter  Mr.  Stri&land. 

Mr.  Strict.  Oh,  your  Servant,  Madam!  Here,  I  have 
receiv'd  a  Letter  from  Mr.  Bellamy  wherein  he  defires  I 
would  once  more  hear  what  he  has  to  fay — You  know 
my  Sentiments- — Nay,  fo  does  he. 

Jacin.  For  Heaven's  fake  eonfider,  Sir.  This  is  no  new 
Affair,  no  fudden  ftart  of  Paffion — We  have  known 
each  other  long.  My  Father  valued  and  lov'd  him,  and 
I  am  fure  were  he  alive,  I  fhould  have  his  Content. 

Mr.  StriEl,  Don't  tell  me.  Your  Father  would  not  have 
you  marry  againft  his  Will  neither  will  I,  againft  mine; 
I  am  your  Father  now. 

Jacin.  And  you  take  a  fatherly  Care  of  me. 

Mr.  Slrift.  i  wifli  I  had  never  had  any  thing  to  do 
with  you. 

Jacin.  You  may  eafily  get  rid  of  the  Trouble. 

Mr^Strid.  By  liftening,  I  fuppofe,  to  the  young 
Gentleman's  Propofals. 

Jacin.  Which  are  very  reafonable  in  my  Opinion. 

Mr.  StriP,.  Oh,  very  modeft  ones  truly  ;  and  a  very 
modeft  Gentleman  it  is  that  propofes  them!  A  Fool,  to 
expedt  a  Lady  of  Thirty  Thoufand  Pounds  Fortune 
fhould,  by  the  Care  and  Prudence  of  her  Guardian,  be 
thrown  away  upon  a  young  Fellow  not  worth  three  Hun- 
dred a  Year.  He  thinks  being  in  Love  is  an  Excufe  for  all 
this  but  I  am  not  in  Love.  What  does  he  think  will  ex- 
cufe me  ?  Mrs.  Strifi. 
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Mrs.  Stria.    Well,  but  Mr.  Strialand}l  think  the 
Gentleman  fhould  be  heard. 

Mr.  Stria.  Well,  well !  Seven  o*  Clock's  the  time,  and 
if  the  Man  has  had  the  good  Fortune,  fince  I  (aw  him  laft, 
to  perfuade  fomebody,  or  other,  to  give  him  a  better 
Eftate,  I  give  him  my  Confent — not  elfe.  His  Servant  waits 
below'  You  may  tell  him  I  fhall  be  at  home.  [Exit  Jacin.] 
But  where  is  your  Friend,  your  other  Half,  all  this  while  ? 
I  thought  you  could  not  have  breath'd  a  Minute  without 
your  Clarinda. 

Mrs.  Stri^l.  Why,  the  Truth  is,  I  was  going  to  fee 
what  makes  her  keep  her  Chamber  fo  long. 

Mr.  Strift.  Look  ye,  Mrs.  Strialand,  you  have  been 
asking  me  for  Money  this  Morning.  In  plain  Terms,  not 
one  Shilling  fhall  pals  through  thefe  Fingers  till  you  have 
clear'd  my^Houfe  of  this  Clarinda. 

Mrs.  Stria.  How  can  her  innocent  Gaiety  have  of- 
fended you  ?  She  is  a  Woman  of  Honour,  and  has  as 

many  good  Qualities  

Mr.  Stria.  As  Women  of  Honour  generally  have.  I 
know  it,  and  therefore  am  uneafy. 
Mrs.  Stri£l.  But,  Sir5  * 

Mr.  Stria.  But,  Madam,  — Clarinda,  nor  e'er  a  Rake 
of  fafliion  in  England,  fhall  live  in  my  Family  to  de- 
bauch it. 

Mrs.  Stria.  Sir,  Ihe  treated  me  with  fo  much  Civility 
in  the  Country,  that  I  thought  I  could  not  do  Jefs  than 
invite  her  to  fpend  as  much  time  with  me  in  Town,  as 
her  Engagements  would  permit.  I  little  imagin'd  you 
could  have  been  difpleas'd  at  my  having  fo  agreeable  a 
Companion. 

Mr.  Stria.  There  was  a  Time  when  I  was  Company 
enough  for  leifure  Hours. 

Mrs.  Stria.'  There  was  a  Time  when  every  Word  of 
mine  was  fure  of  meeting  with  a  Smile :  But  thofe  happy 
Days,  I  know  not  why,  have  long  been  over. 

Mr.  Stria.  I  cannot  bear  a  Rival,  even  of  your  own 
Sex,  1  hate  the  very  Name  of  female  Friends.  No  two 

,  of 
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of  you  can  ever  be  an  Hour  by  yourfelves,  but  one  or 
both  are  the  worfe  for  it, 

Mrs.  StriSl.  Dear  Mr.  Stria  land  « 

Mr.  Stria.  This  I  know- — and  will  not  fufier. 

Mrs.  Stria.  It  grieves  me,  Sir,  to  fee  you  fo  much  in 
earned  :  But  to  convince  you  how  willing  I  am  to  make 
you  eafy  in  every  thing,  it  fhall  be  my  Requeft  to  her  fo 
remove  immediately. 

Mr.  Stria.  Do  it  then — hark  ye?— Your Requeft,why 

yours?  It's  mine. — My  Command  Tell  her  fo— 

I  will  be  Mafter  in  my  own  Family,  and  I  care  not  who 
knows  it. 

Mrs.  StriSl.  You  fright  me,  Sir.-  -But  it  fhall  be  as 
you  pleafe.    [In  Tears."]  [Goes  out. 

Mr.  StriEl.  Ha !  have  I  not  gone  too  far  ?  I  am  not  Ma- 
fter of  myfelf — Mrs.  Strialand —  [She  returns.']  Under- 
ftand  me  right.  I  do  not  mean,  by  what  I  have  faid, 
that  I  fufpeft  your  Innocence :  But  by  crufhing  this  grow- 
ing Friendlhip  all  at  once,  I  may  prevent  a  Train  of 
Mi^hief  which  you  do  noc  forefee.  I  was  perhaps  too 
harfh,  therefore  do  it  in  your  own  way — But  let  me  fee 
the  Houfe  fairly  rid  of  her.  [Exit  Mr.  Stri&land. 

Mrs.  Stria.   His  Earneftnefs  in  this  Affair  amazes 

me.    I  am  forry  I  made  this  Vifit  to  Clarinda  ~— 

and  yet  I'll  anfwer  for  her  Honour. — —What  can  I  fay 
to  her?  Neceflity  muft  plead  in  my  Excufe —  For  at  all 
Events,  Mr.  Strialand  muft  be  obey'd.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 
St.  J  a  m  e  s 's  Park. 

Enter  Bellamy  and  Frankly. 

■Frtttk.  Now,  Bellamy,  I  may  unfold  the  Secret  of  my 
Heart  to  you  with  greater  Freedom  ;  for  tho'  Ranger 
has  Honour,  I  am  not  in  a  Hurrtour  to  be  laugh'd  at. 
I  mult  have  one,  that  willjyar  with  my  Impertinence, 

fooch 
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footh  me  into  Hope,  and,  like  a  Friend  indeed,  with , 
Tendernefs  advife  me. 

Bella.  I  thought  you  appeared  more  grave  than  ufual. 

Frank.  Oh!  Bellamy^  my  Soul  is  fo  full  of  Joy,  of 
Pain,  Hope,  Defpair,  and  Extafy,  that  no  Word  but 
Love  is  capable  of  expreffing  what  1  feel, 

rJBella.  Is  Love  the  Secret  Ranger  is  not  fit  to  hear  ? 
In  my  mind,  he  wou'd  prove  the  more  able  Coimfellor. 
And  is  all  the  gay  Indifference  of  my  Friend  at  laft  re- 
duced to  Love  ? 

Frank.  Even  fo — Never  was  Prude  more  refolute  m 
Chaftity  and  Ill-nature,  than  I  was  fix'd  in  Indifference; 
But  Love  has  rais'd  me  from  that  inadive  State  above 
the  Being  of  a  Man. 

Bella.  Faith,  Charles,  I  begin  to  think  it  has  But 

pray,  bring  this  Rapture  into  order  a  little,  and  tell  mej 
regularly,  how,  where,  and  when. 

Frank.  If  I  was  not  mod  unreafonably  in  Love,  thofe 
horrid  Queftions  would  flop  my  Mouth  at  once.    But  as 

I  am  arm'd  againft  Reafon-  1  anfwer — at  Baih^m^i 

Tuefday^  fhe  danced  and  caught  me.  ' 

Bella.  Danced?           and  was  that  all?  But  who  ia 

fhe  ?  What  is  her  Name  ?  her  Fortune  ?  where  does  flie 
live  ? 

Frank.  Hold !  hold !  not  fo  many  hard  Qucfti^frs. 
Have  a  little  Mercy.  I  know  but  little  of  her,  that's  cer- 
tain. But  all  I  do  know  you  fhall  have.  That  Evening 
was  the  firft  of  her  appearing  at  Bath.  The  Moment  1 
faw  her  I  refolved  to  ask  the  Favour  of  her  Hand.  But 
the  eafy  Freedom  with  which  fhe  gave  it,  and  her  unaf- 
fected Good-humour  during  the  whole  Night,  gain'd  fuch 
a  Power  over  my  Heart,  as  none  of  her  Sex  could  ever 
boaft  before.  I  waited  on  her  home,  and  the  next  Morn- 
ing, when  I  went  to  make  the  ufual  Compliments,  the 
Bird  was  flown.  She  had  fet  out  for  London  two  Hours 
before  ;  and  in  a  Chariot  and  Six— you  Rogue. 

Bella.  But  was  it  her  own,  Charles '? 


Frank* 
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Frank.  That  I  don't  know  ;  but  it  looks  better  than 
being  drag'd  to  Town  in  the  Stage.  That  day  and'  the 
next  I  fpent  in  Enquiries.  I  waited  on  the  Ladies  who 
came  with  her.  They  knew  nothing  of  her.  So,  without 
learning  either  her  Name  or  Fortune,  I  e'en  call'd  for  my 
Boots,  and  rode  Poll  after  her. 

Bella.  And  how  do  you  find  yourfdf  after  your 
Journey  ? 

Frank.  Why,  as  yet,  I  own,  I  am  but  upon  a  cold 
Scent.  Bud  a  Woman  of  her  Sprightlinefs  and  Genti- 
lity cannot  but  frequent  all  pubiick  Places;  and  when 
once  fhe  is  found,  the  Pieafure  of  the  Chace  will  over- 
pay the  Pains  of  roufing  her.  Oh  !  Bellamy,  there 

was  fomething  peculiarly  charming  in  her,  that  feem'd  to 
claim  my  farther  Acquaintance :  and  if  in  the  other  more 
familiar  Parts  of  Life  fhe  fhine  with  that  fuperior  Luftre  ; 
and  at  laft  I  win  her  to  my  Arms,  how  (hall  I  blefs  my 
Refolution  in  purfuing  her  ! 

Bella.  But  if  at  laft  Ihe  ihould  prove  unworthy  

Frank.  I  would  endeavour  to  forget  her. 

'Bella.  Promife  me  that,  Charles,  [lakes  bis  Hand.]  and 
I  allow  -But  we  are  interrupted. 

Enter  Jack  Meggot. 

Jack  Meg.  Whom  have  we  here  ?  my  old  Friend 
Frankly  ?  Thou  art  grown  a  meer  Antique  fmce  I  law 
thee?  How  haft  thou  done  thefe  five  hundred  Years? 

Frank.  Even  as  you  fee  me  j  well,  and  at  your  Ser- 
vice, ever. 

Jack  Meg.  Ha!  who's  that? 

Frank.  A  Friend  of  mine.  Mr.  Bellamy,  this  is  Jacky 
Meggot,  Sir,  as  honeft  a  Fellow  as  any  in  Life. 

Jack  Mc:.  Pho  !  prithee!  Pox!  Charles-  Dor>'t 

be  filly  Sir,  1  am  your  humble  Any  one  who  is  a 

Friend  of  my  Franklfs  I  am  proud  of  embracing. 

Bella.  Sir,  I  (hall  endeavour  to  deferve  your  Civility. 

Jack  Meg.  Oh  !  Sir,—  Well!  Charles,  what?  Dumb? 
Come,  come  ;  you  may  talk  cho*  you  have  nothing  to 

fay,  as  I  do  Let  us  hear3  where  have  you  been  ? 

Frank, 
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Frank.  Why,  for  this  laft  Week,  Jack,  I  have  been  at 
Bath. 

Jack  Meg.  Bath  !  the  mod  ridiculous  Place  in  Life !  ~ 
amongft  Tradefmens  Wives  that  hate  their  Husbands, 
and  People  of  Quality  that  had  rather  go  to  the  De- 
vil than  ftay  at  home.    People  of  no  Tafte  —  no 

Gouft  and  for  Divertimenti.     If  it  were  not  for 

the  Puppet- fhow,   La  Virtu  would  be  dead  amongft 

them.-  But  the  News,  Charles^  'the  Ladies,  1 

fear,  your  Time  hung  heavy  on  your  Hands,  by  the  fmall 
Stay  you  made  there. 

Frank.  Faith,  and  fo  it  did,  Jack.  The  Ladies  are 
grown  fuch  Idiots  in  Love — The  Cards  have  fo  debauch'd 
their  five  Senfes,  that  LovejnU  mighty  Love  himfelf,  is  ut- 
terly negle&ed. 

Jack  Meg.  It  is  the  ftrangeft  thing  in  Life,  but  it  is 
juft  fo  with  us  abroad.  Faith  !  Charles  I  To  tell  you  a 
Secret,  which  I  don't  care,  if  all  the  World  knows.  I 
am  al mod  forfeited  with  the  Services  of  the  Ladies  the 
modeft  ones  I  mean.    The  vaft  Variety  of  Duties  they 

expeft  as  dreffing  up  to  the  Fafhion,  lofing  fafhion- 

ably,  keeping  fafhionable  Hours,  drinking  fafhionable 
Liquors,  and  fifty  other  fuch  irregular  Niceties  fo  ruin 
a  Man's  Pocket  and  Conftitution,  that  foregad  !  he  muft 
have  the  Eftate  of  a  Duke,  and  the  Strength  of  a  Gondo- 
lier, who  would  lift  himfelf  into  their  Service! 

Frank.  A  free  ConfefTion  truly,  Jack^  for  one  of  your 
Coat. 

Bella.  The  Ladies  are  oblig'd  to  you. 

Enter  Buckle,  with  a  Letter  to  Bellamy. 

Jack  Meg.  Oh\  Lard  !  Charles  f  I  have  hnd  the  great- 
eft  Misfortune  in  Life,  fince  I  faw  you  Poor  Otho ! 

that  I  brought  from  Rome  with  me,  is  dead. 

Frank.  Well !  well !  get  you  another,  and  all  will  be 
well  again. 

Jack  Meg.  No  !  the  Rogue  broke  me  fo  much  China  9 
and  knaw'd  my  Spanijh  Leather  Shoes  fo  filthily,  that 
when  he  was  dead,  I  began  not  to  endure  him. 

i  Bella. 
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Bella.  Exaftly  at  Seven  !  Run  back,  and  allure  hirti  I 
will  not  fail.  [Exit  Buckle.]  Dead?    Pray,  who  was  the 

Gentleman  ? 

Jack  Meg.  This  Gentleman  was  my  Monkey,  Sir, 
an  odd  fort  of  a  Fellow  that  ufed  to  divert  me,  - — -  and 
plea-fed  every  body  fo  at  Rome,  that  he  always  made  one 
in  our  Converfationi  But  Mr,  Bellamy^  I  faw  a  Ser- 
vant, I  hope  no  Engagement.  For  you  two  pofitively  fhali 
dine  with  me.  1  have  the  fined  Macaroni  in  Life*  Ob- 
lige me  fo  far. 

Bella.  Sir  your  Servant!  what  fay  you,  Frankly? 

Jack  Meg.  Pho !  Pox  !  Charles !  you  fhali  go.  My 
Aunts  think  you  begin  to  negledt  them ;  and  old  Maids, 
you  know,  are  the  rnoft  jealous  Creatures  in  Life. 

Frank.  Ranger  (wears  they  can't  be  Maids,  they  are 
fo  good-natur'd  !  Well!  I  agree,  On  Condition  I  may 
eat  what  I  pleafe,  and  go  away  juft  when  I  will. 

Jack  Meg.  Ay!  ay!  you  fhali  do  juft  what  you  will. 
But  how  fhali  we  do  ?  My  Poft-Chaife  won't  carry 
us  all. 

Frank.  My  Chariot  is  here  5  and  I  will  condudt  Mr. 
Bellamy.      .>.:  ^,jM6^jl 

Bella.  Mr.  Meggot  1  beg  pardon,  I  can't  pofiibly 

dine  out  of  Town  !  I  have  an  Engagement  early  in  the 
Evening.-  — 

Jack  Meg.  Out  of  Town!  No,  my  Dear  ;  I  live  juft 
by.  I  fee  one  of  the  Dilettanti^  I  would  not  mifs 
fpeaking  to  for  the  Univerfe.  And  fo  I  expeft  you 
at  Three.  [Exit. 

Frank.  Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  and  fo  you  thought  you  had  at 
leaft  fifty  Miles  to  go  Poft  for  a  Spoonful  of  Macaroni. 

Bella.  I  fuppofe  then,  he  is  juft  come  out  of  the 
Country. 

Frank.  Nor  that  neither.  I  would  venture  a  Wager, 
from  his  own  Houle  hither  ;  or  to  an  Auftion  or  two  of 
old  dirty  Pictures,  is  the  utmoft  of  his  Travels  to-day  : 
Or  he  may  have  been  in  Purfuit,  perhaps  of  a  new  Cargo, 
of  Vemtian  Tooth-picks, 

Bella. 
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Bella.  A  fpeciai  Acquaintance  I  have  made  today-. 

Frank.  For  all  this,  Bellamy,  he  has  a  Heart  worthy 
your  Friendfhip.  He  fpends  his  Eftate  freely,  and  you 
cannot  oblige  him  more,  than  by  fhewing  him  how  he 
can  be  of  Service  to  you. 

Bella.  Now  you  fay  fomething.  It  is  the  Hearty 
Frankly,  I  value  in  a  Man. 

Frank.  Right !  —  and  there  is  a  Heart  even  in  a  Wo- 
man's Bread  that  is  worth  the  Purchafe,  or  my  Judg- 
ment has  deceived  me.  Dear  Bellamy,  I  know  your 
Concern  for  me.  See  her  firft,  and  then  blame  me,  if 
you  can. 

Bella.  So  far  from  blaming  you,  Charles,  that  if  my 
Endeavours  can  be  ferviceable,  I  will  beat  the  Buflics 
with  you. 

Frank.  That  I  am  afraid  will  not  do.  For  you  know 
lefs  of  her  than  I.  But  if  in  your  Walks  you  meet  a  finer 
Woman  than  ordinary,  let  her  not  efcape  till  I  have 

feen  her.-  Wherefoe'er  fhe  is,  fhe  cannot  long  lie  hid. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    11     SCENE  I. 

St.  James's  Park, 
Enter  Clarinda,  Jacintha  and  Mrs.  Stridtland. 


Y!  ay!  we  both  ftand  condemn'd  out  of  our 
own  Mouths. 


Clar.  Why — I  cannot  but  own— I  never  had  a  thought 
of  any  Man  that  troubled  me,  but  of  him. 

Mrs.  St  rift.  Then  I  dare  fwear,  by  this  time,  you 
heartily  repent  your  leaving  Bath  fo  foon. 

Clar.  Indeed  you  are  miftaken,  I  have  not  had  one 
Scruple  Tmce. 

Jacin. 
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J  arm.  Why,  what  one  Inducement  can  he  have  ever 

to  think  of  you  again  ? 

Clar.  Oh!  the  greateft  of  all  Inducements,  Curiofity. 
Let  me  affure  you,  a  Woman's  furelt  Hold  over  a  Man 
is  to  keep  him  in  incertainty.  As  loon  as  ever  you  put 
him  out  of  Doubt ,  you  put  him  out  of  your  Power : 
But  when  once  a  Woman  has  awak'd  his  Curiofity, 
fhe  may  lead  him  a  Dance  of  many  a  troublefome 
Mile  without  the  leaft  Fear  of  lofing  him  at  laft. 

Jacin.  Now  do  I  heartily  wifli  he  may  have  Spirit 
enough  to  follow,  and  uie  you  as  you  deferve.  Such  a 
Spirit,  with  but  a  little  Knowledge  of  our  Sex,  might  put 
that  Heart  ot  yours  into  a  iirange  Flutter. 

Clar.  I  care  not  how  foon.  I  Jong  to  meet  with  fuch 
a  Fellow.  Our  modern  Beaux  are  fuch  jointed  Babies 
in  Love,  thev  have  no  Feeling.  They  are  entirely  infen- 
fible  either  of  Pain  or  Pleafure,  but  from  their  own  dear 
Perfons :  And  according  as  we  flatter,  or  affront  their 
IJeauty,  they  admire  or  forfike  ours.  They  are  not  wor- 
thy even  our  Difpleafurc  ;  and,  in  ihort,  abufmg  them 
is  but  fo  much  ill-nature  merely  thrown  away.  But  the 
Man  of  Senfe,  who  values  himfelf  upon  his  high  Abili- 
ties :  Or  the  Man  of  Wit,  who  thinks  a  Woman  be- 
neath his  Conversation —  To  fee  fuch  the  Subjects  of  our 
Power,  the  Slaves  of  our  Frowns  and  Smiles,  is  glorious 
indeed ! 

Mrs.  Strift.  No  Men  of  Senfe,  or  Wit  either,  if  they 
be  truly  fo,  ever  did,  or  ever  can  think  a  Woman  of  Me- 
rit beneath  their  Wifdom  to  converfe  with. 

Jacin.  Nor  will  fuch  a  Woman  value  herfelf  upon 
making  fuch  a  Lover  uneafy. 

Clar.  Amazing  !  Why,  every  Woman  can  give  Eafe  ? 
You  cannot  be  in  earneft. 

Mrs.  Strict.  I  can  affure  you  flie  is,  and  has  put  in 
pradice  the  Doclrine  fhe  has  been  teaching. 

Clar.  Impoffible!  Who  ever  heard  the  Name  of 
Love  mention'd  without  an  Idea  of  Torment?  But  pray 
let  us  hear. 

Jacin. 
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Jacin.  Nay,  there  is  nothing  to  hear  that  I  know  of. 

Clar.  So  I  fufpe&ed,  indeed  I  The  Novel  is  not  likely 
to  be  long,  when  the  Lady  is  fo  well  prepared  for  the 
Denouement. 

Jacin.  The  Novel,  as  you  call  it,  is  not  fo  fhort  as 
you  may  imagine.  I  and  my  Spark  have  been  long  ac- 
quainted. As  he  was  continually  with  my  Father,  1  foon 
perceived  he  lov'd  me,  and  the  Manner  of  his  exprefling 
that  Love  was  what  pleasM  and  won  me  molt. 

jCJM.  Well !  and  how  was  it?  The  old  Bait  ?  Flattery  ? 
Dear  Flattery,  I  warrant  ye. 

Jacin,  No,  indeed, —  I  had  not  the.Pleafure  of  hear- 
ing my  Perfon,  Wit,  and  Beauty  painted  out  with  forced 
Prarfesy  but  I  had  a  more  fenfibie  Delight  in  perceiving 
the  Drift  of  his  whole  Behaviour  was  to  make  ev'ry  Hour 
of  my  Time  pafs  away  agreably. 

Clar.  The  Ruftick !  What,  did  he  never  fay  a  hand- 
fom  thing  of  your  Perfon  ? 

Airs.  Stritt.  He  did,  it  feems,  what  pleas'd  her  better. 
He  flattered  her  good  Senfc  as  much  as  a  lefs  cunning 
Lover  would  have  done  her  Beauty. 

Clar.  On  my  Confcience,  you  are  well  match'd. 

Jacin.  So  well*  that  if  my  Guardian  denies  me  Hap- 
pinefs,  (and  this  Evening  he  is  to  pafs  his  final  Sentence^ 
nothing  is  left  but  to  break  my  Prifon,  and  fly  into  my 
Lover's  Arms  for  Safety. 

Cla.  Hey  Day!  O*  my  ConfcienCe  thou  art  a  brave 
Girl.  Thou  art  the  very  firft  Prude,  that  ever  hadHo- 
nefty  enough  to  avow  her  Paffion  for  a  Man. 

Jacin.  And  thou  art  the  firft  finifn'd  Coquet  who  ever 
had  any  Honefty  at  all. 

Mrs.  Stri£l.  Come,  come  !  You  are  both  too  good  for 
either  of  thole  Chara£ters. 

Clar.  And  my  dear  Mrs.  Striftland,  here  is  the  firfl 
young  married  Woman  of  Spirit,  who  has  an  ill-natur'd 
Fellow  for  a  Husband,  and  never  once  thinks  of  ufing  him 
as  he  deferves.- —  Good  Heaven  !  If  I  had  fuch  a  Hus- 
band • 
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Mrs.  Strift.  You  would  be  juft  as  unhappy  as  I  am, 

Clar.-  But  come  now- —  Confefs— —  Do  not  you'  long 
to  be  a  Widow  ? 

Mrs.  Striff.  Would  I  were  any  thing  but  what  I  am! 

Clar.  Then  go  the  nearefl  Way  about  it.  Fd  break 
that  ftout  Heart  of  his  in  lefs  than  a  Fortnight.  Vd  make 
him  know*—— 

Mrs.  Strift.  Pray  be  filcnt.  You  know  my  Refo- 
Jution. 

Clar.  I  know  you  have  no  Refolution. 
Mrs.  StriSf.  You  are  a  mad  Creature,  but  I  forgive 
you. 

Clar.  It  is  all  meant  kindly,  I  aflure  you.  But  fince 
you  won't  be  perfuaded  to  your  Good  \  1  will  think  of 
making  you  eafy  in  your  Submiflion  as  foon  as  ever  I  can. 
I  dare  fay,  I  may  have  the  fame  Lodging!  had  laft  Yean 
I  can  know  immediately — I  fee  my  Chair :  And  fo  La- 
dies both,  adieu  !  [Exit  Clarinda, 

Jacin.  Come,  Mrs.  StriSllan^  we  fliall  but  juft  have 
time  to  get  home  before  Mr.  Bellamy  comes. 

Mrs.  StriSi.  Let  us  return  then  to  our  common  Prifon. 
You  muft  forgive  my  Ill-nature,  Jacintha^  if  I  almoft 
wifli  Mr.  Striftland  may  refufe  to  join  your  Hand  where 
your  Heart  is  given. 

Jacin.  Lord  !  Madam,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Strift.  Self-intereft  only,  Child !  Methinks  your 
Company  in  the  Country  would  foften  all  my  Sorrows, 
and  1  could  bear  them  patiently. 

Re-enter  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Dear  Mrs.  Strifiland — -I  am  fo  confus'd,  and 
fo  out  of  Breath  

Mrs.  Stritt.  Why,  what  is  the  Matter  ? 

Jacin.  I  proteft  you  fright  me. 

Clar.  Oh  !  I  have  no  time  to  recover  myfelf,  I  am  fo 
Frightened  and  fo  pleas'd.  In  fhort  then,  the  dear  Man 
is  here  ? 

Mrs.  Strifi.  Flere—  Lord—  Where  ? 

Car, 
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Clar.  I  met  him  this  Inftant.  I  faw  him  at  a  Diftance, 
turn'd  ihort ;  and  ran  hither  dire&ly.  Let  us  go  home, 
I  tell  you,  he  follows  me. 

Mrs.  Strift.  Why,  had  you  not  better  flay,  and  lee 
him  fpeak  to  you  ? 

Clar.  Ay !  But—then— He  won't  know  where  1  live^ 
without  my  telling  him. 

Mrs.  StriS.  Come,  then.    Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Jacin.  Ah!  Poor  Clarinda! —  Mons  done. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Frankly. 

Frank.  Sure  that  muft  be  fhe !  Her  Shape  and  eafy 
Air  cannot  be  fo  exa&Iy  copied  by  another. —  Now* 
you  young  Rogue,  Cupid,  guide  me  dire&ly  to  her,  as 
you  would  the  fureft  Arrow  in  your  Quiver,  [Exit, 

SCENE  11 

Changes  to  the  Street  before  Mr.  StridlancTj  Door, 

Re-enter  Clarinda,  Jacintha,  and  Mrs.  StridHand. 

Clar.  Lord  !  —  Dear  Jacintha--—  for  Heaven's  lake 
make  hafte.    He'll  overtake  us  before  we  get  in. 

Jacin.  Overtake  us?  Why,  he  is  not  in  Sight. 

Clar.  Is  not  he  ?    Ha !  fure  I  have  not  dropt  my 
Twee —  1  would  not  have  him  lofe  Sight  of  me  neither. 

iAfide* 

Mrs.  Striff.  Here  he  is — * 
Clar.  In —  In — In  then. 

Jacin.  [Laughing.']  What,  without  your  Twee? 
Clar.  Plhah !  I  have  loft  nothing.—  In—  I'll  follow 
you.  [Exeunt  into  the  Houfe.    Clarinda  lafi. 

Enter  Frankly. 

Frank.  It  is  impollible  I  fhould  be  deceived :  My  Eyes* 
and  the  quick  Pulfes  at  my  Heart  affure  me  it  is  fhe.  Ha  I 

C  a  *ti* 
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'tis  fhe,  by  Heaven  !  and  the  Door  left  open  too  —  A 
fair  Invitation,  by  all  the  Rules  of  Love*  [Exit'. 

S     C     E     N     E  III. 

Changes  to  an  Apartment  in  Mr.  StriitlandV  Houfe* 

Enter  Clarinda,  Frankly  following  her. 

Frank.  I  hope,  Madam,  you  will  excufe  the  Boldnefs 
of  this  Intrufion,  fmce  it  is  owing  to  your  own  Behaviour 

that  I  am  forc'd  to  it. 

Clar.  To  my  Behaviour,  Sir? 

Frank.  You  cannot  but  remember  me  at  Bath^  Madam* 
where  I  fo  lately  had  the  Favour  of  your  Hand-  

Clar.  I  do  remember,  Sir  \  but  I  little  expe£ted  any 
wrong  Interpretation  of  my  Behaviour  from  one,  who 
had  fo  much  the  Appearance  of  a  Gentleman. 

Frank.  What  I  faw  of  your  Behaviour  was  fo  juft,  it 
would  admit  of  no  Mifinterpretation.  I  only  fear'd,  what- 
ever  Reafon  you  had  to  conceal  your  Name  from  me  at 
Bath j  you  might  have  the  fame  to  do  it  now  ;  and  tho* 
my  Happinefs  was  fo  nearly  concerned,  I  rather  chofe  to 
venture  thus  abruptly  after  you,  than  be  impertinently 
inquifkive. 

Clar.  Sir,  there  feems  to  be  fo  much  Civility  in  your 
Rudenefs,  that  I  can  eafily  forgive  it ;  tho'  I  don't  fee 
how  your  Happinefs  is  at  all  concern'd. 

Frank.  No,  Madam  !  I  believe  you  are  the  only  Lady, 
-who  could,  with  the  Qualifications  you  are  Miftrefs  of, 
be  infenfible  of  the  Power  they  give  you  over  the  Happi- 
pinefs  of  our  Sex. 

Clar.  How  vain  fhould  we  Women  be,  if  you  Gentle- 
men were  but  wife  !  If  you  did  not  all  of  you  fay  the 
fame  things  to  every  Woman,  we  fhou'd  certainly  be 
foolifli  enough  to  believe  fome  of  you  were  in  earneft. 

Frank.  Could  you  have  the  leaft  Senfe  of  what  I,  feel 
whilft  I  am  fpeaking,  you  would  know  me  to  be  in 

earneft, 
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earneft,  and  what  I  fay  to  be  the  Di&ates  of  a  Heart  that 
admires  you.    May  I  not  fay  < 

Clar.  Sir,  this  is  carrying  the — 

Frank.  When  I  danced  with  you  at  Bath,  I  was 
charm'd  with  your  whole  Behaviour,  and  felt  the  fame 
tender  Admiration  :  But  my  Hope  of  feeing  you  after- 
wards kept  in  my  Paffion  'till  a  more  proper  Time  fhould 
offer.  You  cannot  therefore  blame  me  now,  if,  after 
having  loft  you  once,  I  do  not  fuffer  an  inexcufable 
Modefty  to  prevent  my  making  ufe  of  this  fecond  Op* 
portunity. 

Clar.  This  Behaviour,  Sir,  is  fo  different  from  the 
Gaiety  of  your  Converfation  then,  that  I  am  at  a  lofs 
how  to  anfwer  you. 

Frank.  There  is  nothing,  Madam,  which  could  take 
off  from  the  Gaiety  with  which  your  Prefence  infpires 
every  Heart,  but  the  Fear  of  lofing  you.  How  can  I  be 
other  wife  than  as  I  am,  when  I  know  not,  but  you  may 
leave  London  as  abruptly  as  you  did  Bath? 

Enter  Lucetta. 

Lucet.  Madam,  the  Tea  is  ready,  and  my  Miftrefs 
waits  for  you. 

Clar.  Very  well,  I  come —  [Exit  Lucetta.]  You  fee, 
Sir,  I  am  call'd  away  ;  but  I  hope  you  will  excuie  it, 
when  I  leave  you  with  an  Affurance,  that  the  Bufinefs 
which  brings  me  to  Town  will  keep  me  here  fome  time. 

Frank.  How  generous  it  is  in  you  thus  to  eafe  the 
Heart,  that  knew  not  how  to  ask  for  fuch  a  Favour —  I 
fear  to  offend —  But  this  Houfe,  I  fuppofe,  is  yours. 

Clar.  You  will  hear  of  me,  if  not  find  me  here. 

Frank.  I  then  take  my  Leave.  {Exit. 

Clar.  I'm  undone! — He  has  me! 

Enter  Mrs.  Striftland. 

Mrs.  Strict.  Well !  How  do  you  find  yourielf  ? 

Clar.  I  do  find —  that  if  he  goes  on,  as  he  has  begun, 
I  fhall  certainly  have  him  without  giving  him  the  ieaft 
Uneafinefs. 

C  3  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  StriEl.  A  very  terrible  Profpe£fc,  indeed! 

Clar.  But  I  muft  teize  him  a  little.  Where  is  Ja- 

cintha  ?  How  will  flie  laugh  at  me,  if  I  become  a  Pupil 
of  hers,  and  learn  to  give  Eafe  ?  No !  pofitively  I  fhall 
never  do  it. 

Mrs.  Strift.  Poor  Jacintha  has  met  with  what  I  fear'd, 
from  Mr.  Striftland's  Temper — An  utter  Denial.  I 
know  not  why,  but  he  really  grows  more  and  more  ill- 
natur'd. 

Clar.  Well!  now  do  I  heartily  wifh  my  Affairs  were 
in  his  Power  a  little,  that  I  might  have  a  few  Difficulties 

to  furmount.  —  I  love  Difficulties  and  yet,  I  don't 

know,  it  is  as  well  as  it  is. 

Mrs,  Strict.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Gome,  the  Tea  waits. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Mr.  Stridland. 

Mr.  Stritt.  Thefe  Doings  in  my  Houfe  diftradt 
<rne!  I  met  a  fine  Gentleman- — when  I  inquired  who  he 
was  \  why,  he  came  to  Clarinda.  I  met  a  Footman  too, 
sind  he  came  to  Clarinda.  I  fhai!  not  be  eafy  till  fhe  is 
decamp'd.  My  Wife  had  the  Charadter  of  a  virtuous 
Woman-— r-and  they  have  not  been  long  acquainted.  But 
then  they  were  by  themfelves  at  Bath!  That  hurts — that 
hurts.— They  muft  be  watch'd- — they  muft — i  know 
them,  I  knc  WiL's,  and  the  beft  of  them  are 

but  Hypoc;kcs.  Mu!  —  [Lucetta^^i  over  the  Stage.] 
$uppofe  1  bribe  the  Maid — She  is  of  their  Counfel — Ths 
Manager  or  their  Secrets — It  fhall  be  fo — Money  will 
flo  ir,  and  I  fhall  know  all  that  paffes*    Lucetta  ! 
.Lucet.  Sir.  •in,1  A 

Mr.  StriSl.  Lucetta  ! 

Re-enter  Lucetta; 

Lucet.  Sir.    If  he  fhould  fufpeft,  and  fearch  me  now, 
I'm  undone.  [Afide. 
Mr.  Stritt.  She  is  a  fly  Girl,  and  may  be  ferviceabie. 

14/ide, 
Lucetta^ 
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Lucetta,  you  are  a  good  Girl,  and  have  an  honed  Face.  I 
like  it.  It  Jooks  as  if  it  carried  no  Deceit  in  it — Yet  if 
fhe.(hou!d  be  falfe,  fhe  can  do  me  mod  harm.  [dftde. 
Lucet   Pray,  Sir,  fpeak  out, 

Mr.  St  rift.  [AfideJ]  No !  fhe  is  a  Woman,  and  it  is 
the  Mgheft  Imprudence  to  truft  her. 

Lucet.  I  am  not  able  to  undcrftand  you. 

Mr.  Strift.  I  am  glad  of  it.  I  would  not  have  you  un? 
derftand  me. 

Lucet.  Then  what  did  you  call  me  for  ?  If  he  fhould 
be  in  Love  with  my  Face,  it  would  be  rare  Sport.  [Jfide. 

Mr.  Strift.  [Jfide.]  Tefter,  ay,  Tefter  is  the  proper  Per- 
fon  Lucetta,  tell  Tefter  I  want  him. 

Lucet.  Yes*  Sir.   [Afide.~]  Mighty  odd,  this  J  It 

gives  me  time  however  to  fend  Buckie  with  this  Letter  to 
his  Mafter.  [Exit  Lucetta. 

Mr.  Strift.  Could  I  but  be  once  well  fatisfied  that  mf 
Wife  had  really  finifti'd  me,  I  believe  I  fliould  be  as 
quiet,  as  if  I  were  fure  of  the  contrary,— —But  whilft  I 
am  in  doubt,  I  am  miferable. 

Enter  Tefter. 

Tefter.  Does  your  Honour  pleafe  to  want  me? 

Mr.  Strift.  Ay,  Tefter. —  I  need  not  fear.  The  Ho- 
nefty  of  his  Service  and  the  Goodnefs  of  his  Look 
make  me  fecure.  I  will  truft  him.  \Afide.~\  —  Tefter,  I 
think  I  have  been  a  tolerable  good  Mafter  to  ycu. 

Tefter.  Yes,  Sir, — very  tolerable. 

Mr.  Strift.  [Ajide.~]  I  like  his  Simplicity  well.  It  pro- 
mifes  Honefty- — 1  have  a  Secret,  Tefter, to  impart  to  you-- 
A  thing  of  the  greateft  I  mportance.  \uOok  upon  me,  and 
don't  ftand  picking  your  Fingers. 

Tefter.  Yes,  Sir.— No,  Sir. 

Mr.  Strift.  But  will  not  his  Simplicity  expofe  him  the 
more  to  Lucetta* %  Cunning  ?  Yes,  yes!  fhe  will  worm  the 
Secret  out  of  him.  I  had  better  truft  her  with  it  ai  once* 
—So— I  will.  [Jftae.~]  Tefter ,  go,  (end  Lucetta  hither. 

Tefter.  Yes,  Sir.  ■ — - — Here  fhe  is, 

C  4  Re-enter 
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-Re-enter  Lucetta.  \      ff  \  J'f  f^jj 

%ucetta9 my  Mafter  wants  you. 

Mr.  fflnW.  Get  you  down,  fefier. 

Tefier.  Yes,  Sir.  Teller. 

Lucet.  If  you  want  me,  Sir,  I  beg  you  would  make 
hafte,  for  I  have  a  thoufand  things  to  do. 

Mr.  StriEi.  Well !  well !  What  I  have  to  fay  will  not 
take  up  much  time,  could  I  but  perfuade  you  to  be  honeft. 

Lucet  %  Why,  Sir,  I  hope  you  don't  fufpeft  my  Ho- 
nefty  ? 

Mr.  StrlH.  Well!  well!  I  believe  you  honeft. 

[Shuts  the  Boor. 

Lucet.  What  can  be  at  the  bottom  of  all  this  ?  [A/ide. 

Mr.  StriEl.  So !  We  cannot  be  too  private.  Come 
hither,  Huffy  !  nearer  yet. 

Lucet.  Laud!  Sir!  You  are  not  going  to  be  rude.  I 
Vow,  I  will  call  out. 

Mr,  Stria.  Hold  your  Tongue.    Does  the  Baggage 

laugh  at  me  ?  [/ifide.']  She  does  She  mocks  me,  and 

will  reveal  it  to  my  Wife-,  and  her  Infolence  upon  it 
will  be  more  infupportable  to  me  than  Cuckoldom  itfelf. 

I  have  not  Leifure  now,  Lucetta — -Some  other  time-  

Hufh  !  Did  not  the  Bell  ring  ?  Yes,  yes  ;  my  Wife  wants 
you.  Go,  go,  go  to  her.  [Pujhesber  out.']  There  is  no 
Hell  on  Earth  like  being  a  Slave  to  Sulpicion.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV, 
%Fbf  Piazza,  Covent-Garden. 

Enter  Bellamy  and  Jack  Meggot. 

Bella.  Nay,  nay,  I  would  not  put  your  Family  into 
any  ("orfufion. 

Jack  Meg.  None  in  Life,  my  Dear,  I  affure  you.  I 
will  go  and  order  every  thing  this  Inflant  for  her  Re- 
ception, ,  )  ciw 

Bella, 
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Bella.  You  are  too  obliging,  Sir;  but  you  need  not  be  in 
this  hurry,  for  I  am  in  no  Certainty  when  I  fhall  trouble 
you:  1  only  know  that  my  Jacintha  has  taken  fuch  a 
Refolution. 

Jack  Meg.  Therefore  we  fhould  be  prepared ;  for  whea 
once  a  Lady  has  fuch  a  Refolution  in  her  Head,  fhe  is 
upon  the  rack  till  (he  executes  it,  foregad!  Mr.  Bellamy > 
this  mud  be  a  Girl  of  Fire. 

Enter  Frankly. 

Frank.  Buxom  and  lively  as  the  bounding  Doe.—  Fair 
as  Painting  can  exprefs,  or  youthful  Poets  fancy  when  they 
Love.  Tol  de  rol,  lol !  [Singing  and  Dancing. 

Bella.  Who  is  this  you  talk  thus  rapturoufly  of? 

Frank.  Who  fhould  it  be,  but  1  fhall  know  her 

Name  to  Morrow.  [Sings  and  Dances. 

Jack  Meg.  What  is  the  matter,  ho  !  Is  the  Man  mad  ? 

Frank.  Even  fo,  Gentlemen,  as  mad  as  Love  and  Joy 
can  make  me. 

Bella.  But  inform  us  whence  this  Joy  proceeds. 

Frank.  Joy!  Joy  J  my  Lads!  She's  found!  My  Per* 
dita  !  My  Charmer ! 

Jack  Meg  Egad  !  her  Charms  have  bewitch'd  the  Man 
I  think.-— But  who  is  fhe? 

Bella.  Come,  come,  tell  us,  who  is  this  Wonder? 

Frank.  But  will  you  fay  nothing  ? 

Bella.  Nothing,  as  I  live. 

Frank.  Nor  you  ? 

Jack  Meg.  I'll  be  as  filent  as  the  Grave  < 

Frank.  With  a  Tombftone  upon  it,  to  tell  every  one 
v/hofe  Dufl  you  carry. 

Jack  Meg.  I'll  be  as  fecret  as  a  debauch'd  Prude* 
Frank.  Whofe  Sandtity  every  one  fufpedts.  Jack,  Jack, 
'tis  not  in  thy  Nature.  Keeping  a  Secret  is  worfe  to  thee 
than  keeping  thy  Accounts.  But  to  leave  fooling,  liften 
to  me,  both,  that  I  may  whifper  it  into  your  Ears,  that 
Echo  may  not  catch  the  finking  Sound-  »I  cannot  tell 
who  fhe  is,  'faith-— Tol  de  rol,  Jol— — « 

Jack 
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Jack  Meg.  Mad!  mad!  very  mad! 

Frank.  All  I  know  of  her  is,  that  {he  is  a  charming 
Woman,  and  has  given  me  liberty  to  vifit  her  again — 
Bellamy^  'tis  lhe,  the  lovely  fhe.     '  [Jftde. 

Bella.  So  I  did  fuppofe.  [To  Frankly. 

Jack  Meg.  Poor  Charles  f  For  Heaven's  lake,  Mr.  Bel- 
lamy,  periuade  him  home  to  his  Chamber- — Whilft  I 
prepare  every  thing  for  you  at  home.  [J/tde.']  Adieu  !  — 
B'ye  Charles!  ha,  ha,  ha!  [Exit. 

Frank.  Oh5  Love!  thou  art  a  Gift  worthy  of  a  God 
indeed!  Dear  Bellamy nothing  now  could  add  to  my 
Pleafure,  but  to  fee  my  Friend  as  deep  in  Love  as 
I  am. 

Bella.  I  fhew  my  Heart  is  capable  of  Love,  by  the 
Friendfhip  it  bears  to  you. 

Frank.  The  Light  of  Friendfhip  looks  but  dim  before 
the  brighter  Flame  of  Love.  Love  is  the  Spring  of 
Chearfuflnefs  and  Joy.  Why,  how  dull  and  phlegmatick 
do  you  fhew  to  me  now  ?  Whilft  I  am  all  Life  \  light 
as  featherM  Mercury. — You  dull,  and  cold  as  Earth  and 
Water ;  I  light  and  warm  as  Air  and  Fire.  — Thofc  are 
the  only  Elements  in  Love's  World!  Why,  Bellamy,  for 
Shame!  get  thee  a  Miftrefs,  and  be  fociable. 

Bella.  Frankly %  I  am  now  going  to—  ? 

Frank.  Why  that  Face  now?  Your  humble  Servant, 
Sir.  My  Flood  of  Joy  (hall  not  be  ftopt  by  your  me- 
lancholy Fills,  I  aflure  you.  [Going.] 

Bella.  Stay,  Frankly,  I  beg  you  ftay.  What  would  yotr 
fay  now,  if  I  really  were  in  Love  ? 

Frank.  Why,  faith,  thou  haft  fuch  romantick  Notions 
of  Senfe  and  Honour,  that  I  know  not  what  to  lay. 

Bella.  To  confefs  the  Truth  then,  I  am  in  Love. 

Frank.  And  do  you  confefs  it  as  if  it  were  a  Sin?  Pro- 
claim it  loud.--  Glory  in  it  Boalt  of  it  as  your 

grcarcft  Virtue.  Swear  it  with  a  Lover's  Oath,  and 

1  will  believe  you. 

Bella  Why  then,  by  the  bright  Eyes' of  lier  I  love  ? 

Frank.  Well  (aid  ! 

Bella. 
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Bella.  By  all  that's  tender,  amiable,   and  foft  in 

Woman-  ■ 

Frank.  Bravo  ! 

Bella.  I  fwear5  I  am  as  true  an  Enamorato  as  ever  tagg'd 
a  Rhyme. 

Frank.  And  art  thou  then  thoroughly  in  Love?  Come 

to  my  Arms,  thou  dear  Companion  of  my  Joys  m 

[They  embrace* 

Enter  Ranger. 

Rang.  Why  —  Hey  !  i  Is  there  never  a  Wench 

to  be  got  for  Love  or  Money  ? 
Bella.  Pfhah !  Ranger  here  ! 

Rang.  Yes,  Ranger  is  here,  and  perhaps  does  not 
come  fo  impertinently  as  you  may  imagine.  Faith  !  I 
think  I  have  the  knack  of  finding  out  Secrets.  Nay,  ne- 
ver look  fo  queer-  Here  is  a  Letter,  Mr.  Bellamy that 

feems  to  promife  you  better  Diverfion  than  your  hugging 
one  another. 

Bella.  What  do  you  mean? 

Rang.  Do  you  deal  much  in  thefe  Paper  Tokens  ? 

Bella.  Oh  !  the  dear  kind  Creature  !  It  is  from  her 
herfelf. 

Rang.  What,  is  it  a  Pair  of  lac'd  Shoes  fhe  wants  ?  Or 
have  the  Boys  broke  her  Windows  ? 

Bella.  Hold  your  prophane  Tongue ! 

Frank.  Nay,  prithee  Bellamy^  don't  keep  it  to  your- 
felf,  as  if  her  whole  Affeftions  were  contain'd  in  thefe  few 
Lines. 

Rang.  Prithee,  let  him  alone  to  his  filent  Raptures :  But 
it  is,  as  I  always  faid  'Your  grave  Men  ever  are  the 
greatefl:  Whore-mafters. 

Bella.  I  cannot  be  difoblig'd  now,  fay  what  you  will. 
But  how  came  this  into  your  Hands  ? 

Rang.  Your  Servant  Buckle  and  I  changed  Commif- 
fions.  He  went  on  my  Errand,  and  I  came  on  his. 

Bella.  S'death !  I  want  him  this  very  Inftant. 


Rang. 
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Rang.  He  will  be  here  prefently!  But  I  demand  to 
know  what  I  have  brought  you  ? 

Frank.  Ay  !  ay !  Out  with  it!  You  know  we  never 
blab,  and  may  be  of  Service. 

Bella.  Twelve  o'  Clock !  oh  !  the  dear  Hour, 

Rang.  Why,  it  is  a  pretty  convenient  Time,  indeed. 

Bella.  By  all  that's  happy,  fhe  promifes  in  this  Letter 

Jiere  s  to  leave  her  Guardian  this  very  Night  — — -  and 

run  away  with  me. 

Rang.  How  is  this  ? 

Bella.  Nay,  I  know  not  how  myfclf  —  fhe  fays  at  the 
Bottom  —  Tour  Servant  has  full  Inftruftions  from  Lucetta, 
bow  to  equip  me  for  my  Expedition —  1  will  not  trujl  my- 
felf home  with  you  to-night,  becaufe  I  know  it  is  incon- 
venient \  therefore  I  beg  you  wou'd  procure  me  a  Lodg- 
ings it  is  no  matter  how  far  off  my  Guardians  Tours% 
Jacintha. 

Rang.  Carry  her  to  a  Bagnio,  and  there  you  may  lodge 
with  her. 

Frank.  Why,  this  muft  be  a  Girl  of  Spirit,  Faith! 

Bella.  And  Beauty  equal  to  her  Sprightlinefs.    I  love 

her,  and  fhe  loves  me          She  has  thirty  Thoufand  to 

her  Fortune. 

Rang.  The  Devil  flie  has! 

Bella.  And  never  plays  at  Cards. 

Rang.  Nor  does  any  one  thing  like  any  one  other  Wo- 
man, 1  fuppofc. 

Frank.  Not  fo,  I  hope,  neither. 

Bella  Oh  !  Frankly,  Ranger,  I  never  felt  fuch  Eafe  be- 
fore.   The  Secret's  out,  and  you  don't  laugh  at  me. 

Frank.  Laugh  at  thee  ?--  for  loving  a  Woman  of  thirty 
thoufand  Pound  ?  Thou  art  a  moft  unaccountable  Fellow. 

Rang.  How  the  Devil  could  he  work  her  up  to  this  ?  I 
never  could  have  had  the  Face  to  have  done  it.  But*— 

I  know  not  how.  There  is  a  Degree  of  Affurance 

in  you  modeft  Gentlemen,  which  we  impudent  Fellows 
never  can  come  up  to  > 


Bella. 
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Bella.  Oh !  your  Servant,  good  Sir ;  you  fhould  not 
abufe  me  now,  Ranger,  but  do  all  you  can  to  affift  me. 

Rang.  Why,  look  ye,  Bellamy,  I  am  a  damnable  un- 
lucky Fellow— and  fo  will  have  nothing  to  do  in  this 
Affair.  I'll  take  care  to  be  out  of  the  way,  fo  as  to  do 
you  no  harm.  That  is  all  I  can  anfwer  for,  and  fo  Succefs 
attend  you.  [Going.']  I  cannot  leave  you,  quite  to  your- 
felf  neither,  for  if  this  fhould  prove  a  Round- houfe  Affair, 
as  I  make  no  doubt  it  will,  I  believe  I  may  have  morelnte- 
reft  there  than  you ;  and  fo,  Sir,  you  may  hear  of  me 
at   [Whiter  s?y 

Bella.  For  fhame,  Ranger,  the  moft  noted  Gaming- 
houfe  in  Town. 

Rang.  Forgive  me  this  once,  my  Boy.  I  muft  go, 
Faith,  to  pay  a  Debt  of  Honour  to  fome  of  the  greatcft 
Rafcals  in  the  Nation.  [Exit. 

Frank.  But  where  do  you  defign  to  lodge  her? 

Bella.  At  Mr.  Meggct's  —  He  is  already  gone  to  pre- 
pare for  her  Reception. 

Frank.  The  propereft  Place  in  the  World.  His  Aunts 
Will  entertain  her  with  Honour. 

Bella.  And  the  Newnefs  of  our  Acquaintance  will  pre- 
vent its  being  fufpefted.  —  Frankly,  give  me  your  Hand. 
This  is  a  very  critical  Time  •  + 

Frank.  Pho!  none  of  your  mufty  Reflexions  now! 
When  a  Man  is  in  Love  to  the  very  Brink  of  Matrimony, 
what  the  Devil  has  he  to  do  with  Plutarch  and  Seneca  ? 
Here  is  your  Servant  with  a  Face  full  of  Bufinefs  — —  I'll 
leave  you  together  —  I  lhall  be  at  the  King's  Arms,  where, 
if  you  want  my  Affiftance,  you  may  find  me. 

Enter  Buckle. 

Bella.  So  —  Buckle  —  you  feem  to  have  your  Hands 
full. 

Buck.  Not  fuller  than  my  Head,  Sir,  I  promife  you* 
You  have  had  your  Letter,  I  hope. 

Bella.  Yes,  and  in  it  (lie  refers  me  to  you  for  my  In- 
ftruffcions. 

Bulk* 
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Buck.  Why,  the  Affair  ftands  thus  — As  Mr.  StriR- 
land  fees  the  Doors  lock'd  and  barr'd  every  Night  him- 
felf,  and  takes  the  Keys  up  with  him  \  it  is  impoflible 
for  us  to  efcape  any  way  but  thro'  the  Window  :  for 
which  Purpofe  I  have  a  Ladder  of  Ropes. 

Bella.  Good—  

Buck.  And  becaufe  a  Hoop,  as  the  Ladies  wear  them 
now,  is  not  the  mod  decent  Drefs  to  come  down  a  Lad- 
der in  -  I  have  in  this  other  Bundle  a  Suit  of  Boys 
Cloaths,  which  I  believe  will  fit  her.  At  lead,  it  will  ferve 
the  Time  fhe  will  want  it-  5fou  will  foon  be  for  pul- 
ling them  off,  I  fuppofe. 

Bella.  Why,  you  are  in  Spirits,  you  Rogue. 

Buck.  Thefe  I  am  now  to  convey  to  Lucetta  —  Have 
you  any  thing  to  fay,  Sir  ? 

Bella.  Nothing,  but  that  I  will  not  fail  at  the  Hour 
appointed  —  Bring  me  word  to  Mr.  Meggot\  how  you 
go  on.    Succeed  in  this,  and  it  fhall  make  your  Fortune. 

\Exeunt. 


ACT    III.     SCENE  2, 

Ibe  Street  before  Mr.  Stri&land'j  Houje. 

Enter  Bellamy  in  a  Chairman's  Coat. 

Bella-  T  T  OW  tedioufly  have  the  Minutes  pad  thefe  laft 
O  few  Hours !  and  the  envious  Rogues  will  fly, 
no  Lightning  quicker, when  we  would  have  them  ftay.  — 
Hold  !  let  me  not  miftake.— — This  is  the  Houfe.  [Pulls 

out  bis  Watch^  By  Heaven  !  it  is  not  yet  the  Hour  

I  hear  fomebody  coming.  The  Moon's  fo  bright  —  I 
had  better  not  be  here,  'till  the  happy  Inftant  comes. 

[Exit. 


Enttr 


Frank.  Wine  is  no 


the  Flame.  Now  am  I  fuch  an  amorous  Puppy,  that  I 
cannot  walkftraight  Home,  but  mud  come  out  of  my  way 
to  take  a  View  of  my  Queen's  Palace  by  Moon-light, — • 
Ay,  here  (lands  the  Temple  where  my  Goddefs  is  adored  : 


Lucet.  [Under  the  Window^  Madam,  Madam,  hill  \ 
Madam — —How  fhall  I  make  her  hear  ?■  ■ 

Jacintha  in  Boys  Cloatbs  at  the  IVindozv. 

Jacin.  Who  is  there  ?—  What's  the  Matter  ?  

Lucet.  It  is  I,  .Madam.  You  muft  not  pretend  to  ftir 
'till  I  give  the  Word  — You'll  be  difcover'd  if  you  do.  — 

Frank.  [Afide^  What  do  I  fee!  a  Man.  My  Heart 
rnifgives  me  !  I  

Lucet.  My  Matter  is  below  fitting  up  for  Mrs.  ClarirJa* 
He  raves  as  if  he  was  mad  about  her  being  out  fo  late. 

Frankly.  [4fide.~]  Here  is  fome  Intrigue,  or  other.  I 
muft  fee  more  of  this,  before  I  give  further  way  to  Love. 

Lucet.  One  Minute  he  is  in  the  Street  —  the  next  he  is 
in  the  Kitchen.  Now  he  will  lock  her  out,  and  then  he'll 
wait  himfelf,  and  fee  what  Figure  fhe  makes  when  fhe 
vouchfafes  to  venture  home. 

Jacin.  I  long  to  have  it  over.  Get  me  but  once  out 
of  this  Houfe! 

Fra?ik.  [Af.deJ]  Cowardly  Rafcal !  Would  I  were  in 
his  Place. 

Lucet.  If  I  can  but  fix  him  any  where,  I  can  let  you 

out  myfelf.-         You  have  the  Ladder  ready  in  Cafe  of 

Necefiity. 

Jacin.  Yes!  yes!  [Exit  Lucetta. 

Frank.  [J/ide.~\  The  Ladder!  This  muft  lead  to  fome 
Difcovery.    I  fhall  watch  you,  my  young  Gentleman. 


the  Door  opens ! 


[Retires. 


Enter  Lucetta. 


I  fhall. 


Enter 
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Enter  Clarinda,  and  Servant. 

Clar.  This  Whisk  is  a  rnoft  enticing  Devil.    I  am 
afraid  I  am  too  late  for  Mr.  Strickland's  lober  Hours.  - 
Jacin.  Ha  !  I  hear  a  Noife  ! 

Clar.  No  !  I  fee  a  Light  in  Jacintha's  Window.  You 
may  go  home.  [Giving  the  Servant  Money.']  I  am  fafe. 

Jacin.  Sure  it  muft  be  he!   Mr.  Bellamy. — Sir! 

Frank.  [Afide]  Does  not  he  call  to  me? 

Clar.  [AfiAe.]  Ha!  who's  that  ?  I  am  frighted  out  of 
my  Wits. — A  Man !  

Jacin.  Is  it  you  ? 

Frank.  Yes !  yes!  'tis  I!  'tis  I! 

Jacin.  Liften  at  the  Door. 

Frank.  I  will*  'tis  open  —  There  is  no  Noife  —  All's 
quiet. 

Clar.  Sure  it  is  my  Spark— and  talking  to  Jacintha. 

Frank.  You  may  come  down  the  Ladder—  quick. 

Jacin.  Catch  it  then  ;  and  hold  it. 

Frank.  1  have  it.  Now  I  (hall  fee  what  fort  of  Met- 
tle my  young  Spark  is  made  of.  [A fide. 

Clar.  With  a  Ladder  too  !  PJ1  allure  you.  But  1  muft 
fee  the  end  of  it.  \  [Afide* 

Jacin.  Hark  !  did  not  lbmebody  fpeak  ! 

Frank.  No  I  no  !  Be  not  fearful         'Sdeath !  we  are 

difcover'd.  [Frankly  and  Clarinda  retire. 

Enter  Lucetta. 

Lucet.  Hi-ft  !  hill!  are  you  ready? 
Jacin.  Yes,  may  I  venture  ? 

Lucet.  Now  is  your  Time.  He  is  in  high  Conference 
with  his  Privy-Counfelior  Mr.  Tejier.  You  may  come 
down  the  Back  Stairs,  and  I'll  let  you  out.   [Exit  Lucet. 

Jacin.  I  will,  I  will,  and  am  heartily  glad  of  it. 

[Exit  Jacintha. 

Frank.  [Advancing]  May  be  fo—  But  you  and  I  ihall 
have  a  few  Words  before  you  get  off  fo  cleanly. 

Clar.  [Advancing.]  How  lucky  it  was  I  came  home' 
M  at 
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at  this  Inftant.  I  fhall  fpoil  his  Sport,  I  believe.  Do 
you  know  me,  Sir? 

Frank.  I  am  amaz'd !  You  here  !  This  was  unex- 
pected indeed  ! 

Clar.  Why,  I  believe  I  do  come  a  little  unexpectedly  ; 
but  I  fhall  amaze  you  more — I  know  the  whole  Couric 
of  your  Amour;  all  the  Procefs  of  your  mighty  PaCioa 
from  its  firft  Rife — 

Frank.  W  hat  is  all  this  !  rj?  

Clar.  To  the  very  Gonclufion,  which  you  vainly  hope 
to  effeft  this  Night. 

Frank.  By  Heaven,  Madam,  I  know  not  what  you 
mean.  I  came  hither  purely  to  contemplate  on  your 
Beauties. 

Clar.  Any  Beauties,  Sir,  I  find  will  ferve  your  Turn; 
Did  I  not  hear  you  talk  to  her  at  the  Window  ? 
Frank.  Her  ! 

Clar.  Blufh,  blufk  for  Shame  ;  but  be  affur'd  you  have 
feen  the  laft  both  of  Jacintha  and  me.  [£*7/. 

Frank.  Jacintha!  Hear  me,  Madam —  She  is  gone. 
This  muft  certainly  be  Bellamy's  MUtrefs,  and  I  have 
fairly  ruin'd  all  his  Scheme.    This  it  is  to  be  in  Luck. 

Enter  Bellamy,  behind. 
Bella.  Ha !  A  Man  under  the  Window  ! 
Frank.  No,  here  (lie  comes,  and  I  may  convey  her  to 
him. 

Enter  Jacintha,  and  runs  to  Frankly. 

Jacin.  I  have  at  lafl  got  to  you  :  Let*s  hafte  away— 
Oh! 

Frank.  Be  not  frighten'd,  Lady. 
Jacin,  Oh  !  1  am  abusM,  betray 'd  ! 
Bella.  Brtray'd!  Frankly! 
Frank.  Bellamy 

Bella  I  can  fcarce  believe  ir,  tho*  T  fee  it.  .  Draw- 
er      Hear  me,  Bellamy — —  Lady. 
Jacin  Stay —  do  not  fight. 
Frank,  i  am  innocent;  it  is  all  a  MHlake. 

D  Jacin. 
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Jacin.  For  my  S*ake,  be  quiet  — We  fhall  be  difcover'd. 
The  Family  is  alarm'd. 

Bella.  You  are  obcy'd —  Mr.  Frankly ,  there  is  but  one 
Way— 

Frank.  I  underftand  you.  Any  time  but  now.  You 
will  certainly  be  difcoverM  To-morrow-—  at  your  Cham- 
bers.—  .     \  u :y\} "\  l)fl& 

Bella.  'Till  then,  farewel.     [Exeunt  Bella,  and  Jacin. 

Frank.  Then,  when  he  is  cool,  I  may  be  heard;  and 
the  real,  tho'  fufpicious  Account  of  this  Matter  may  be 
believ'd.  Yet  amidft  all  this  Perplexity,  it  pleafes  me  to 
find  my  fair  incognita  is  jealous  of  my  Love. 

Mr.  Stritt.  [within.']  Where's  Lucetta  ?  Search  every 
Place. 

Frank.  Hark!  the  Cry  is  up-*-- 1  mull:  be  gone. 

[Exit  Frankly* 

Enter  Mr.  Stridtland,  Teller,  and  Servants. 

Mr.  Strift.  She's  gone !  She's  loft  !  I  am  cheated! 
Purfuer!  Seek  her ! 

Tefier.  Sir,  all  her  deaths  are  in  her  Chamber. 

Serv.  Sir,  Mrs.Clarinda  faid  fhe  was  in  Boys  Cloaths. 

Mr.  Stridl.  Ay,  ay !  I  know  it—  Bellamy  has  her— 
Come  along-*-  Purfue  her.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ranger. 

Rang.  Hark!  Was  not  the  Noife  this  Way  

]SJ0  There  is  no  Game  ftirring.  This  fame  Goddefs, 

Diana,  fhines  fo  bright  with  her  Chaftity,  that  egad! 
I  believe  the  Wenches  are  afham'd  to  look  her  in  the 
Face.  Now  am  I  in  an  admirable  Mood  for  a  Frolick  ! 
I  have  Wine  in  my  Head,  and  Money  in  my  Pocket,  and 
fo  am  furnilh'd  out  for  the  Cannonading  any  Countefs  in 
Chriftendom !  Ha !  W  hat  have  we  here !  a  Ladder !  This 
cannot  be  placed  here  for  nothing — and  a  Window  open !  — 
|s  it  Love,  or  Mifchief  now- that  is  going  on  within?  — 
I  care  not  which —  I  am  in  a  right  Cue  for  either.  Up 
J  go— Stay, —  Do  I  not  run  a  greater  Chance  of  fpoiling 
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Sport  than  I.  do  of  making  any?  That  I  hate  as  much 
as  I  love  the  other —  There  can  be  no  harm  in  feeing 
how  the  Land  Jies —  Til  up.  [Goes  up  foftly^X;—  All  is 
hufh!  ---  Ha !  a  Light !  and  a  Woman,  by  all  that's 
lucky,  neither  old,  nor  crooked—  I'll  in---  Ha!  fhe  is 
gone  again!  I  will  after  her.  [Gets  in  at  the  Window^ 
And  for  fear  of  the  Squawls  of  Virtue,  and  the  Purfuirof 
the  Family,  I  will  make  fure  of  the  Ladder.  Now,  For- 
tune be  my  Guide.  [Exit  with  the  Ladder* 

S      C      E      N      E  ft 

Mrs.  Stridland'*  Drejfmg-Room. 
Enter  Mrs.  Stridtland,  followed  by  Lucett£. 

Mrs.  Strift.  Well !  I  am  in  great  Hopes  Ihe  wiU 
efcape. 

Lucet.  Never  fear,  Madam.  The  Lovers  have  the 
ftart  of  him,  and  I  warrant,  they  keep  it 

Mrs.  Strift.  Were  Mr.  Striftland ever  to  fufpedt  my 
being  privy  to  her  Flight,  I  know  not  what  might  be  the 
Confequence. 

Lucet.  Then  you  had  better  be  undreffing —  He  may 
return  immediately. — 

[As  /he  is  fitting  down  to  the  Toilet^  Ranger  enters  behind. 

Rang.  Young  and  beautiful. —  \Afide. 

Lucet.  I  have  watch'd  him  pretty  narrowly  of  late, 
and  never  once  fufpe&ed  till  this  Morning 

Mrs.  StriSl.  And  who  gave  you  Authority  to  watch 
his  Actions,  or  pry  into  his  Secrets? 

Lucet.  I  hope,  Madam,  you  are  not  angry.  I  thought 
it  might  have  been  of  Service  to  you  to  know  my  Malted 
was  jealous. 

Rang.  And  hqr  Husband  jealous !  If  Ihe  does  but  fend 
away  the  Maid,  l  am  happy. 

Mrs.Strift.  [dngri/y.~]  Leave  me  I 
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Lucet.  This  it  is  to  meddle  with  other  Peoples  Affairs. 

[Exit  in  Anger. 

Rang.  What  a  lucky  Dog  I  am  !  I  never  made  a  Gen- 
tleman a  Cuckold  before  Now,  Impudence,  aflift  me. 

Mrs.  Slriff.  [Rifivg']  Provoking!  i  am  fure  I  never 
•have  '  e fer^'d  it  of  him. 

Rang.  Ohj  Cuckold  him  by  all  means,  Madam,  I  am 
your  Man!  {She  jhrieks  ^  Oh,  fy,  Madam!  If  you 
Iquawl  fo  curfedly,  you  will  be  difcover'd. 

Mrs.  Slrifi.  Difcover'd  !  What  mean  you,  Sir?  Do 
ycu  com£  to  abufe  me  ? 

Rang.  I'll  do  my  Endeavours,  Madam  -:  You  can 
have  no  more.  '  r  Qy 

Mrs.  Striff.  Whence  came  you  ?  How  got  you  here? 
Rang.  Dear  Madam,  fo  long  as  I  am  here,  what  figni- 
fics  how  I  got  here,  or  whence  I  came?  But  that  I  may 
fatisfy  your  Curiofity.  Firft,  as  to  your  whence  came  you? 
I  anfwer,  out  of  the  Street :  And  to  your  How  got 
you  here  ?  I  fay,  in  at  the  Window.  It  flood  fo  in- 
vitingly open,  it  was  irrefiftible.  But,  Madam— You 
.was  going  to  undrefs.  1  beg  I  may  not  incommode  you. 

Mrs.  Sirift.  This  is  the  moft  confummate  Piece  of  Im- 
pudence!  

Rang.  For  Heaven's  fake,  have  one  Drop  of  Pity  for 
a  poor  young  Fellow,  who  long  has  lov'd  you. 
Mrs.  Strift.  What  would  the  Fellow  have  ? 
Rang.  Your  Husband's  Ufage  will  excufe  you  to  the 
World. 

Mrs.  Strltt.  I  cannot  bear  this  Infolence!  Help!  help  ! 

Rang.  Oh  !  hold  that  clamorous  Tongue !  Madam, 
fpeak  one  Word  more,  and  I  am  gone,  pofitively  gone  I 

Mrs.  StrtSt.  Gone !  So  I  would  have  you. 

Rang.  Lord  !  Madam,  you  are  fo  hafty. 

Mrs.  Striff.  Shall  I  not  fpeak,  when  a  Thief,  a  Rob- 
ber  breaks  into  my  Houfe  at  Midnight  ?  Help  !  help! 

Rang.  Ha  !  no  one  hears.  Now,  Cupid9  aflift  me  ! 
Look  ye,  Madam,  I  never  could  make  fine  Speeches,  and 
cringe,  and  bow,  and  fawn,  and  flatter,  and  lye.  I  have 

faid 
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faid  more  to  you  already,  than  I  ever  faid  to  a  Woman 
in  fuch  Circumftances  in  all  my  Life  But  fince  I  fkd 
you  will  yield  to  no  Pcrfuafion  to  your  Good— -I  will 
gently  force  you  to  be  grateful.  [Throws  down  his  llat^ 
and  feizes  tefA  Come,  come !  unbend  that  Brow,  and 
Jook  more  kindly  on  me! 

Mrs.  Strift.  For  Shame,  Sir—  Thus  on  my  Knees, 
let  me  beg  for  Mercy.  [Kneeling. 

Rang.  And  thus,  on  mine,  let  me  beg  the  fame. 

[He  kneels  ^  catches  *  and  kiffes  her. 

Mr.  Strift.  [within  ']  Take  away  her  Sword!  bhe'lt 
hurt  herfelf! 

Mrs,  Stria,  Oh  !  Heavens !  that  is  my  Husband's 
Voice  ! 

Jiang.  [RifwgT]  The  Devil  it  is  ! 

Mr.  Strict,  [within]  Take  away  her  Sword,  I  fay  ; 
and  then  I  can  clofe  with  her. 

Mrs.Striff.  He  is  upon  the  Stairs,  now  coming  up. 
I  am  undone,  if  he  fees  you. 

Rang.  Pox  on  him !  I  rnuft  decamp  then.  Which 
Way  ? 

Mrs.  Strict.  Thro'  this  Paflage  into  the  next  Chamber. 

Rang.  And  fo  into  the  Street.  With  all  my  Heart. 
You  may  be  perfectly  eafy,  Madam.  Mum's  the  -Word. 
I  never  blab. —  [/fide.]  \  (hall  never  leave  off  fo/  but 
wait  till  the  laft  Moment.  [Exit  Ranger. 

Mrs.  St  rift.  So,  he  is  gone  ?  What  could  I  have  faid, 
if  he  had  been  difcover'd  ! 

Enter  Mr.  Stri&land,  driving  in  Jacintha, 
Lucetta  following. 

Mr.  Strift.  Once  more,  my  pretty  mafculine  Madam, 
you  are  welcome  home.  And  I  hope  to  keep  you  (bme- 
what  clofer  than  I  have  done  :  for  to-morrow  Morning, 
eight  o*  Clock,  is  the  lateft  Hour  you  fiiajl  itay  in  tins 
Jewd  Town. 

Jacin.  Oh,  Sir  !  when  once  a  Girl  is  equip'd  with  a 
hearty  KeloJution3  it  is  not  your  W  or  imp's  Sagacity,  nor 

D  3  the 
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the  great  Chain  at  your  Gate  can  hinder  her  from  doing 
what  fhe  has  a  Mind. 

Mr.  Strift.  Oh,  Lord!  Lord  !    How  this  Love  -im- 
proves a  young  Lady's  Modefty ! 

Jarin.  Am  I  to  blame  to  leek  for  Happinefs  any 
where,  when  you  are  refolv'd  to  make  me  miferable 
here !  ,     Rh\%  *M  ' 

Mr.  Shift.  I  have  this  Night  prevented  your  making 
yourfelf  fo  ;  and  will  endeavour  to  do  it  for  the  future* 
I  have  you  fafe  now,  and  the  Devil  fhall  not  get  you  out 
of  my  Clutches  again.  I  have  lock'd  the  Doors  and  barr'd 
them,  1  warrant  you.  So,  here —  [Giving  her  a  CandleJ] 
Troop  to  your  Chamber,  and  to  Bed,  whilft  you  are  well. 
Go— [He  treads  on  RangerV  Hat.']  What's  here  ?  a  Hat ! 
A  Man's  Hat  in  my  Wife's  Dreffing-Room ! 

[Looking  at  the  Hat. 

Mrs,  Strift.  [Jfide.]  What  (hall  I  do  ? 

Mr.  Strift.  [Taking  up  the  Hat,  and  looking  at  Mrs. 
Striftland.]  Ha!  By  Hell!  I  fee  'tis  true. 

Mrs.  Strift.  My  Fears  confound  me.  I  dare  not  tell 
the  Truth,  and  know  not  how  to  frame  a  Lye! 

Mr.  Strift.  Mrs.  Striftland!  Mrs.  Striftland!  How 
came  this  Hat  into  your  Chamber ! 

Lucet.  [Afide  ]  Are  you  that  way  difpos'd,  my  fine 
Lady,  and  will  not  truft  me  ? 

Mr.  Strift.  Speak,  Wretch,  fpea.k.-  

Jacin.  I  could  not  have  fufpedted  this.  [dfide. 

Mr.  Strict.  Why  doft  thou  not  fpeak  ? 

Mrs.  Strift.  Sir —  

Mr.  Strift.  Guilt —  'tis  Guilt  that  ties  your  Tongue! 

Lucet.  I  muft  bring  her  off,  however.—  No  Chamber- 
maid can  help  it.-  ;  [Afide. 

Mr.  Strift.  My  Fears  are  juft,  and  I  am  miferable  — 
Thou  word  of  Women! 

Mrs.  Stritt.  I  know  my  Innocence,  and  can  bear  this  no 
longer.  .  <  ■  j  ;      ...?,)  p/noT 

Mr.  Strift.  I  know  you  are  fulfe,  —  and  'tis  I  who  will 
bear  my  Injuries  no  longer*  [Both  walk  about  in  a  TaJJion. 

Lucet. 
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Lucet.  [To  Jacintha  aftde.]  Is  not  the  Hat  yours?  Own 
it,  Madam.  [Takes  away  Jacintha'j  Hat,  and  Exit. 

Mrs.  Stria.  What  Ground  ?  what  Caufe  have  you  for 
Jealoufy,  when  you  yourfelf  can  wicnefs,  your  leav- 
ing me  was  accidental ;  your  Return  uncertain  \  and  ex- 
pected even  fooner  than  it  happen M  ?  The  Abufe  is  grofs 
and  palpable. 

Mr.  Siri£l.  Why,  this  is  true! 

Mrs,  Stria.  Indeed,  jacintha,  I  am  innocent. 

Mr,  Strict.  And  yet  this  Hat  mud  belong  to  fome- 
body. 

Jacin.  Dear  Mrs.  Striclland,  be  not  concerned  when  he 

has  diverted  himfelf  a  little  longer  with  it-  

Mr.  Stria.  Ha  !  

Jacin,  I  fuppofe  he  will  give  me  my  Hat  again  ? 
Mr.  Stria]  Your  Hat  ? 

Jacin.  Yes,  my  Hat.  You  brufh'd  it  from  my  Side 
yourfelf,  and  then  trod  upon  it;  whether  on  pnrpofe  to 
abufe  this  Lady,  or  no,  you  beft  know  yourfelf. 

Mr.  Strict.  Jt  cannot  be — It's  all  a  Lye. 

Jacin.  Believe  fo  dill — with  all  my  Heart — But  the 
Hat  is  mine. 

[Snatches  it^  and  pits  it  on, 

Mrs.  Stria.  Why  did  fhe  look  fo? 

Jacin.  Your  Violence  of  Temper  is  too  much  for  her. 
You  ufe  her  111,  and  then  fufpeft  her  for  that  ConfuHon 
which  you  yourfelf  occafion. 

Mr.  Stria.  Why,  did  not  you  fet  me  right  at  firft  ? 

Jacin.  Your  hard  Ufage  of  me,  Sir,  is  a  fufficient  Rea* 
fon  why  I  fhould  not  be  much  concern'd  to  undeceive  you 
at  all.  5Tis  for  your  Lady's  fake,  I  do  it  now,  wha 
deferves  much  better  of  you  than  to  be  thus  expos'd  for 
every  flight  Suspicion.    See  where  fhe  fits—  Goto  her. 

Mrs.  Stria.  [Rifing.']  Indeed,  Mr.  StrMand^  I  have 
a  Soul  as  much  above  • 

My.  Stria.  Whew!  now  you  have  both  found  youf 
Tongues,  and  I  muft  bear  their  eternal  Rattle  ! 

Jacin.  For  Shame!  Sir,  Goto  her,  and- — 

D  4  Mr. 
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Mr.  StriSt.  Well!  well!  what  lhalll  fay?  I  forgive- 
all  is  over.    I,  I,  I  forgive  ! 

Mrs.  Stritt.  Forgive  ?  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Jacin.  Forgive  her?  is  that  all?  Confider,  Sir — 

Mr.  StriEi.  Hold —  hold  your  confounded  Tongues, 
and  I'll  do  any  thing.  I'll  ask  Pardon  —  or  forgive  —  or 
any  thing.  Good  now,  be  quiet  —  i  ask  your  Pardon — ■ 
there-—  {ffijfes  her.]  For  you,  Madam  -—  I  am  infi- 
nitely oblig'd  to  you,  and  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to 
make  you  a  Return  in  kind,  by  marrying  you  to  a  Beg- 
gar, —  but  1  have  more  Confcience.  Come,  come  i  to 
your  Chamber.  —  Here,  take  this  Candle— 

Enter  Lucetta  -pertly. 

Lucet,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe,  I  will  light  my  young  Lady 
to  Bed. 

Mr.  Striot.  No!  no!  no  fuch  thing,  good  Madam. 
She  fhall  have  nothing  but  her  Pillow  to  confult  this 
Night,  I  affure  you  —  So,  in,  in.  [The  Ladies  take  leave.] 
[Exit  Jacintha.j  Good  Night,  kind  Madam. 

Lucet.  Pox  of  the  jealous  Foo!  !  We  might  both  have 
efcap'd  out  of  the  Window  purely.  [Afide. 

Mr.Stritt.  Go,  get  you  down  ;  and,  do  you  hear  ? 
order  the  Coach  to  be  ready  in  the  Morning  at  Eight  ex- 
actly [Exit  Lucetta.]  [Locks  the  Door  after  her, ]  So 
fhe  is  fafe  till  to-morrow,  and  then  for  the  Country  ; 
and  when  (he  is  there,  I  can  manage  as  I  think  fit. 

Mrs.  Stria.  Dear  Mr.  Striftland—  

Mr.  Stritt.  I  am  not  in  a  Humour,  Mrs.  Striffiland, 
fit  to  talk  with  you.  —  Go  to  Bed,  I  will  endeavour  to 
get  the  better  of  my  Temper,  if  I  can  - — I'll  follow 
you  !  [Exit  Mrs.  Stri&lancL]  How  defpicable  have  I 
mademyfelf!  [Exit* 


SCEHE 
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SCENE        III.  ^ 

Another  Chamber. 

Enter  Ranger. 

Rang.  All  feems  hufh'd  again,  and  I  may  venture  out. 
I  may  as  well  fneak  ofTwhilft  I  am  in  a  whole  Skin.  And 
fliall  fo  much  Love  and  Claret  as  I  am  in  poffeffion  of, 
only  lull  me  to  Sleep,  when  it  might  fo  much  better  keep 
me  waking  ?  Forbid  it,  Fortune  and  forbid  it,  Love. 
This  is  a  Chamber,  perhaps  of  fome  bewitching  Female, 
and  I  may  yet  be  happy.  Ha  !  a  Light !  The  Door  opens. 
A  Boy  !   Pox  on  him.  {He  retires.] 

Enter  Jacintha,  with  a  Candle. 

Jacin.  I  have  been  liftening  at  the  Door ;  and  from 
their  Silence,  I  conclude  they  are  peaceably  gone  to  Bed 
together. 

Rang.  [Jfide.~\  A  pretty  Boy,  Faith!  He  feems  un- 
eafy. 

Jacin.  [Sitting  down.]  What  an  unlucky  Night  has 
this  proved  to  me  !  Every  Circumftance  has  falPn  out  un- 
happily. 

Rang.  He  talks  aloud.    I'll  Men.  \Aftde. 

Jacin.  But  what  moft  amazes  me  is,  that  Clarinda 
fhould  betrfty  me ! 

Rang.  Clarinda  ?  fhe  muft  be  a  Woman  !  well  f  what 
of  her  ?  [jffide. 

Jacin.  My  Guardian  elfe  would  never  have  fufpe£ted 
my  Difguife. 

Rang.\Afide.m\  Difguife!  Ha!  k  muft  be  fo.  What 
Eyes  fhe  has  ?  What  a  dull  Rogue  was  I  net  to  fufpett 
this  fooner  ? 

Jacin.  Ha!  I  had  forgot  —  the  Ladder  is  at  the  Win- 
dow (lill,  and  I  will  boldly  venture  by  myfelf.  [Rifwg 
briskly,  fees  Ranger,]  Ha!  a  Man  !  and  well  dreft !  Ha! 
Mrs.  StriEiland,  are  you  then  at  hft  diflionefl  ? 
3  Rang,  [-i/ide.]  By  all  my  Wilhes  fhe  is  a  charming 

Woman! 

#- 
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Woman  !  Lucky  Rafcal ! 

Jacin.  But  I  will,  if  poffible,  conceal  her  Shame,  and 
Hand  the  brunt  of  his  Impertinence. 

Rang.  What  fhall  I  fay  to  her?  No  matter!  any  thing 
foft  will  do  die  Buftnefs.  \_Jfide. 

Jacin.  Who  are  you  ? 

Rang.  A  Man,  young  Gentleman. 

Jacin.  And  what  wou'd  you  have  ? 

Rang.  A  Woman. 

Jacin.  You  are  very  free,  Sir,  Here  are  none  for  you. 
Rang.  Ay,  but  there  is  one,  and  a  fair  one  too  ;  the 

moft  charming  Creature  Nature  ever  fet  her  Hand  to  ; 

and  you  are  the  dear  little  Pilot,  that  mud  dire£t  me  to 

her  Heart. 

Jacin.  What  mean  you,  Sir?  It  is  an  Olnce  I  am  not 
accuftom'd  to. 

Rang.  You  won't  have  far  to  go,  however.  I  never 
make  my  Errands  tedious!  It  is  to  your  own  Heart, 
Dear  Madam,  I  would  have  you  whifper  in  my  behalf. 
-Nay,  never  ftart.  Tiiink  you  fuch  Beauty  could  ever  be 
xoBceal'd  from  Eyes  fo  well  acquainted  with  its  Charms? 

Jacin.  What  will  become  of  me!  if  I  cry  out  Mrs. 
Striffland  is  undone,  that  is  my  lafl  Refort.  [Afide. 

Rang.  Pardon,  dear  Lady,  the  Boldnefs  of  this  Vifit, 
which  your  Guardian's  Care  has  forc'd  me  to.  —  But  I 
Jong  have  lov'd  you,  long  doated  on  that  beauteous  Face, 
and  follow'd  you  from  place  to  place,  tho',  perhaps,  un- 
known and  unregarded. 

Jacin.  Here's  a  fpecial  Fellow  !  [Afide. 
-    Rang.  Turn  then  an  Eye  of  Pity  on  my  Sufferings  ; 
and  by  Heaven — one  tender  Look  from  thofe  piercing 

Eyes  yd  one  touch  of  this  foft  Hand  * 

[Going  to  take  her  Hand. 

Jacin.  Hold,  Sir  —  No  nearer. 

Rang.  Would  more  than  repay  whole  Years  of  Pain. 

Jacin.  Hear  me.  But  keep  your  Diftance,  or  I  raife 
the  Family. — — 

Rang. 
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Rang.  Bleflings  on  her  Tongue,  only  for  prattling  to 
inc.  ^ttjide. 

Jacin.  Oh!  for  a  Moment's  Courage,  and  I  ftiall  ihame 
him  from  hisPurpofe.  \Afide.~\  If  I  were  certain  fo  much 
Gallantry  had  been  fhewn  on  my  account  only  

Rang.  You  wrong  your  Beauty  to  think  that  any  other 
could  have  Power  to  draw  me  hither.  By  all  the  little 
Loves  that  play  about  your  Lips,  I  fwear  — — — 

Jacin.  You  came  to  me,  and  me  alone  ? 

Rang.  By  all  the  thoufand  Graces  that  inhabit  there, 
you,  and  only  you,  have  drawn  me  hither. 

Jacin.  Weil  laid. 

Rang.  By  Heaven  fhe  comes !  ah !  honeft  Ranger,  I 
never  knew  thee  fail !  ■  \Afide. 

Jacin.  Pray,  Sir,  where  did  you  leave  this  Hat? 

Rang.  That  Hat!  —  That  Hat.  ----  It's  my  Hat  - —  I 
dropt  it  in  the  next  Chamber  as  I  was  looking  for  yours. 

Jacin.  How  mean  and  delpicable  do  you  look  now  ? 

Rang.  So!  fo!  I  am  in  a  pretty  Pickle  !  [Jfide. 

Jacin.  You  know  by  this,  that  I  am  acquainted  with 
every  thing  that  has  pafs'd  within  :  and  how  ill  it  agrees 
with  what  you  have  profefs'd  to  me.  —  Let  me  advife 
you,  Sir,  to  be  gone  immediately.  Thro'  that  Window 
you  may  eafily  get  into  the  Street  —  One  Scream  of  mine ; 
the  leaft  Noife  at  that  Door  will  wake  theHouie. 

Rang.  Say  you  fo  ?  [JfJt\ 

Jacin.  Brieve  me,  Sir,  an  injur' d  Husband  is  not  fo 
eafily  appeas'd,  and  a  fufpeded  Wife  that  is  jealous  of 
her  Honour  > 

Rang.  Is  the  Devil,  and  fo  let's  hear  no  more  of  her. 
Look  ye,  Madam,  {Getting  between  the  Door  and  her.']  I 
have  but  one  Argument  left,  and  that  is  a  ftrong  one. 
Look  on  me  well,  I  am  as  handfom,  a  ftrong  well-made 
Fellow,  as  any  about  Town,  and  fmce  we  are  alone*  as  I 
take  it,  we  can  have  no  occafion  to  be  more  private. 

[Going  to  lay  hold  of  her. 
Jacin.  I  have  a  Reputation,  Sir,  and  will  maintain  it. 
Rang.  You  have  a  bewitching  Pair  of  Eyes, 

Jacin. 
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Jacin.  Confider  my  Virtue.  [Struggling* 
Rang.  Confider  your  Beauty  and  my  Defires. 
Jacin.  If  I  were  a  Man,  you  dar'd  not  ufe  me  thus, 
Rang.  I  fliould  not  have  the  fame  Temptation. 
Jacin.  Hear  me,  Sir.  I  will  be  heard.  [Breaks from  him.'] 
There  is  a  Man  who  will  make  you  repent  this  ufage  of 
me.  — -  Oh !  Bellamy ,  where  art  thou  now  ? 
Rang.  Bellamy  I 

Jacin.  Were  he  here,  you  durft  not  thus  affront  me. 

[Bur/ling  out  a  Crying. 

Rang.  His  Miftrefs,  on  my  Soul!  [Jfide.]  You  can 
love,  Madam  ;  you  can  love,  I  find.  Her  Tears  afftft 
meitrangcly.  {Jfide. 

Jacin.  I  am  not  afliam'd  to  own  my  Paflion  for  a  Man 
of  Virtue  and  Honour. —  I  ]ove  and  glory  in  it. 

Rang.  Oh!  brave!  and  you  can  write  Letters,  you  can. 
/  will  not  truji  my/elf  Home  with  you  this  Evening,  becaufe 
I  know  it  is  inconvenient. 

Jacin.  Ha  ! 

Rang.  Therefore  I  beg  you  would  procure  me  a  Lodg- 
ing ,  it's  no  matter  how  far  off  my  Guardians.  Tours> 
Jacintha. 

Jacin.  The  very  Words  of  my  Letter!  I  am  amaz'd. 
Do  you  know  Mr.  Bellamy? 

Rang.  There  is  not  a  Man  on  Earth  I  have  fo  great 
a  Value  for :  and  he  muft  have  fome  Value  for  me  too,  or  ; 
he  would  never  have  fhewn  me  your  pretty  Epiftle. 
Think  of  that,  fair  Lady.  The  Ladder  is  at  the  Win- 
dow. And  fo,  Madam,  I  hope  delivering  you  fafe  into 
his  Arms  will,  in  fome  Meafure,  expiate  the  Crime  I 
have  been  guilty  of  to  you. 

Jacin.  Good  Heaven,  how  fortunate  is  this ! 

Rang.  I  believe  I  make  myfelf  appear  more  wicked 
than  I  really  am.  For,  damn  me,  if  i  do  not  feel  more 
Satisfaction  in  the  Thoughts  of  reftoring  you  to  my 
Friend,  than  1  could  have  Pleafure  in  any  Favour  your 
Bounty  could  have  beftow'd. 
Jacin.  Your  Generofity  traniports  me, 

Raitg* 
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Rang.  Let  us  lofe  no  time  then,  the  Ladder's  ready — 
Where  was  you  to  lodge? 
Jacin.  At  Mr.  Meggot's. 

Rang.  At  my  Friend  Jackfs?  better  and  better  ftilh 

Jacin.  Are  you  acquainted  with  him  too  ? 

Rang.  Ay,  ay !  Why,  did  I  not  tell  you  at  firft  that  I 
was  one  of  your  old  Acquaintance  ?  I  know  all  about  you, 
"you  fee ;  tho'  the  Devil  fetch  me  if  ever  I  faw  you  before. 
Now,  Madam  — 

Jacin.  And  now,  Sir,  Have  with  you. 

Rang.  Then  thou  art  a  Girl  of  Spirit.  And  tho*  I 
long  to  hug  you  for  trufting  yourfelf  with  file,  I  will  not 
beg  a  fmgle  Kifs,  Bellamy  himfelf  ftiall  give  me  leave. 
He  muft  fight  well  that  takes  you  from  me.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.    S  C  E  N  E  L 

The    PIA  Z  Z  A. 

Enter  Bellamy  and  Frankly. 

Bella.T)  SHA!  What  impertinent  Devil  put  it  into  your 
X    Hea^d  to  meddle  with  my  Affairs  ? 

Frank.  You  know  I  went  thither  in  Purfuitof  another, 

Bella.  I  know  nothing  you  had  to  do  there  at  all. 

Frank.  I  thought,  Mr.  Bellamy^  you  were  a  Lover. 

Bella.  I  am  fo  and  therefore  fiiould  be  forgiven  this 
fudden  Warmth. 

Frank.  And  therefore  fiiould  forgive  the  fond  Imper- 
tinence of  a  Lover, 

Bella.  Jealoufy,  you  know,  is  as  natural  an  Incident  to 
Love-  

Frank.  As  Curiofity.  By  one  Piece  of  (illy  Curiofity  I 
have  gone  nigh  to  ruin  both  myfelf and  you.  Let  not 
then  your  Jealoufy  compleat  our  Misfdrtunes!  f'tear  I 

have 
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have  loft  a  Miftrefs  as  well  as  you.  Then  let  us  not  quar- 
rel. All  may  come  right  again. 

Bella.  Ic  is  impofiible.  She  is  gone,  remov'd  for  ever 
from  my  fight.  She  is  in  the  Country  by  this  time. 

Frank.  How  did  you  lofe  her  after  we  parted? 

Bella.  By  too  great  Confidence.  When  I  got  her  to 
my  Chair,  the  Chairmen  were  not  to  be  found —  And 
jfafe  as  I  thought  in  our  Difguife,  I  aftually  put  her  into 
the  Chair,  when  Mr.  Striftland  and  his  Servants  were  in 
fight ;  which  I  had  no  fooner  done,  than  they  furrounded 
us,  overpowered  me,  and  carry'd  her  away. 

Frank.  Unfortunate  indeed!  Could  you  not  make  a 
fecond  Attempt  ? 

Bella.  I  had  defign'd  it.  But  when  I  came  to  the  Door, 
I  found  the  Ladder  remov'd  ;  and  hearing  no  Noife,  fee- 
ing no  Lights,  nor  being  able  to  make  any  Body  anfwer : 
I  concluded  all  Attempts  as  impra&icable  as  now  I  find 
them.  Ha !  I  fee  Lucetta  coming.  Then  they  may  be 
Hill  in  Town. 

Enter  Lucetta. 

Lucet  t  a,  welcome !  What  News  of  Jaclntha  ? 

Lucet.  News,  Sir!  You  fright  me  out  of  my  Senfes! 
Why,  is  fhe  not  with  you  ? 

Bella.  What  do  you  mean  ?  With  me!  I  have  not  feen 
herfince  I  loft  her  laft  Night. 

Lucet.  Good  Heav'n !  then  fhe  is  undone  for  ever; 

Frank.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bella.  Speak  out — Pm  all  Amazement. 

Lucet.  She  is  efcap'd  without  any  of  us  knowing  how. 
Nobody  mift  her  till  Morning.  We  all  thought  fhe  went 
away  with  you.  But  I^eav'n  knows  now  what  may  have 
happen'd. 

Bella.  Somebody  muft  have  accompany'd  her  in  her 
Flight. 

Lucet.  We  know  of  Nobody.  We  are  all  in  Confu- 
fion  at  home.  My  Mafter  fwears  Revenge  on  you.  My 
Miftrefs  fays  a  Stranger  has  her. 

Bella. 
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Bella.  A  Stranger! 

Lucet.  But  Mrs.  Clarinda  

Bella.  Clarinda!  Who  is  (he? 

Lucet.  [?*  Frankly.]  The  Lady,  Sir,  you  faw  at  our 
Houfe  laft  Night. 

Frank.  Ha !  what  of  her  ? 

Lucet.  She  fays,  flie  is  fure  one  Frankly  is  the  Man.  She 
faw  them  together,  and  knows  it  to  be  true. 

Frank,  pamn'd  Fortune!  [/ffidc. 

Lucet.  Sure  this  is  not  Mr.  Frankly. 

Frank.  Nothing  will  convince  him  now.  [Jfidt. 

Bella.  [Looking  at  Frankly.]  Ha!  'tis  Truth— I  fee  it  is 
true,  [Jjide.]  Lucetta^  run  up  to  Buckle  *  and  take  him  with 
you  to  fearch  wherever  you  can.  [Puts  her  cut.]  Now, 
Mr.  Frankly ,  I  have  found  you. — You  have  ufed  me  ib 
ill,  that  you  force  me  to  forget  you  are  my  Friend. 

Frank.  What  do  you  mean? 

Bella.  Draw. 

Frank.  Are  you  mad?  By  Heavens!  I  am  innocent. 

Bella.  I  have  heard  you,  and  will  no  longer  be  ixnpcs'd 
on — Defend  yourfelf. 

Frank.  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  hot,  I  draw  to  defend  myfdf, 
as  I  would  againft  a  Madman. 

Enter  Ranger. 

Rang.  What  the  Devil,  Swords  at  Noonday !  Have 
among  you,  faith!  [Parts  them.']  What's  here,  Bellamy? 
« — Yes,  gad,  you  are  Bellamy*  and  you  are  Frankly.  Put 
up,  put  up  both  of  you — orelfe — I  am  a  devilifh  Fellow 
when  once  my  Sword  is  out. 

Bella.  We  fliall  have  a  time  

Rang.  [_Pu/hing  Bellamy  one  way.]  A  time  for  what? 

Frank.  I  fliall  be  always  as  ready  to  defend  my.  Inno- 
cence as  now. 

Rang.  [Pu/hing  Frankly  P other  way. ~]  Innocence!  ay, 
to  be  fure !  —  at  your  Age !— A  mighty  innocent  Fellow* 
no  doubt.  But  what  in  the  name  of  Common-fcnfe  is  it 
that  ails  you  both  ?  Are  you  mad  ?  The  laft  time  I  faw 
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you,  you  were  hugging  and  kiffing  ;  and  now  you  are 

cutting  one  another's  Throacs  J  never  knew  any  good 

come  of  one  Fellow's  beflavering  another — But  I  fhall 
put  you  into  better  Humour,  I  warrant  you.  Bellamy », 
Frankly »,  liften  both  of  you— — Such  Fortune  —  Such  a 
Scheme  * 

Bella.  Fr'ythee,  leave  fooling!  What,  art  drunk? 

Frank.  He  is  always  fo,  I  think. 

Rang.  And  who  gave  you  the  Privilege  of  thinking? 
Drunk!  no!  I  am  not  drunk — Tipfy,  perhaps,  with  my 
good  Fortune — Merry,  and  in  Spirits-— -Tho'  1  have  not 
Fire  enough  to  run  my  Friend  thro*  the  Body.  Not 

drunk,  tho'  Jack  Meggct  and  I  have  box'd  it  about  

Champaign  was  the  W ord  for  two  whole  Flours,  by 
Shrewsbury  Clock. 

Bella.  Jack  Meggot !  Why,  I  left  him  at  One  go- 
ing to  Bed. 

Rang.  That  may  be,  but  I  made  a  fhift  to  roufe  him 
and  his  Family,  by  Four  this  Morning.  Ounds!  I  pick'd 
up  a  Wench  and  carried  her  to  his  Houfe. 

Bella.  Ha! 

Rang.  Such  a  Variety  of  Adventures  Nay,  you 

fhall  hear.  But  before  I  begin,  Bellamy,  you  fhall  pro-, 
mife  me  half  a  dozen  Kifies  before-hand,  for  the  Devil 
fetch  me,  if  that  little  Jade,  Jacintha,  would  give  me  one, 
tho'  I  prefs'd  hard. 

Bella.  Who,  Jacintha?  Prefs  to  kifs  Jacintha? 

Rang.  Kifs  her!  ay!  why  not?  Is  flic  not  a  Woman, 
and  made  to  be  kifs'd  ? 

Bella.  Kifs  her!-  1  (hall  run  dift rafted  ! 

Rang.  How  could  I  help  it,  when  I  had  her  alone,  you 
Rogue,  in  her  Bed-chamber  at  Midnight?  If  I  had 
beer;  to  be  facrinced,  I  fhould  have  done  it. 

Bella.  Bed-chamber,  at  Midnight!  I  can  hold  no  lon^ 
ger.-—  Draw. 

Frank.  Be  eafy,  Bellamy.  {Interpftng. 
Bella.  He  has  been  at  fome  of  his  damn'd  Tricks 
with  her. 

Frank. 
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-  frank  Hear  him  out. 

Earn.  \>  *  irii!  how  could  I  know  flie  was  his  Mif- 
trefs  ?cBut  I  rell  this  Story  mod  milcrably.  I  foould 
have  told  you  firft,  I  was  in  another  LadA  Chamber.  By 
the  Lord,  I  got  in  at  the  Window  by  a  Ladder  of 
Ropes. 
Frank.  Ha!  another  Lady  ? 

Rang.  Another.  And  ftole  in  upon  her,  whlfft  ffce 
was  undreflingi  beautiful  as  an  Angel,  blooming  and 
young-  

Frank.  What,  in  the  fame  Houfe  ? 

Bella.  What  is  this  to  Jacinth  a?  Eafe  me  of  my 
Pain. 

Rang.  Ay,  ay,  in  the  fame  Houfe,  on  the  fame  Floor. 
The  fweeteft,  little  Angel — But  I  defign  to  have  another 
Touch  with  her. 

Frank.  'Sdeath !  but  you  fliall  have  a  Touch  with  me 

Bella.  Stay,  Frankly.  \lnterpofwg. 

Rang.  Why,  what  llrange  Madnefs  has  pofiefs'df  you 
both,  that  Nobody  muft  kifs  a  pretty  Wench  but  your- 
felves.  - 

Bella*  But  what  became  of  Jacintha  ? 

Rang.  Oonds!  what  have  you  done  that  you  muft  mo* 
nopoli^e  killing  ? 

Frank.  Prithee,  hotteft  Ranger^  eafe  me  of  the  Pain 
I  am  in.    Was  her  Name  Ciarinda  ? 

Bella.  Speak,  in  plain  Words,  where  Jacintha  is,  where 
to  be  found  Dear  Boy,  tell  me. 

Rang.  Ay,  now  it  is,  honeft  Ranger ;  and  dear  Boy, 
tell  me — and  a  Minute  ago,  my  Throat  was  to  be  cut.-— 
I  could  find  in  my  Heart  not  to  open  my  Lips.  But  here 
comes  Jack  Meggct7  who  will  let  you  into  all  the  Secret, 
tho*  he  defign'd  to  keep  it  from  you,  in  half  the  time 
that  I  can,  iho9  I  had  ever  fo  great  a  mind  to  tell 
it  you.  \ 
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Enter  Jack  Meggot. 

Jack  Meg.  So,  fave  ye !  fave  ye,  Lads!  We  have  been 
frighten'd  out  of  our  Wits  for  you.  Not  hearing  of 
Mr.  Bellamy,  poor  Jacintha  is  ready  to  fink  for  fear  of 
any  Accident. 

Bella.  Is  fhe  at  your  Houfe? 

Jack  Meg.  Why,  did  not  you  know  that?  We  dif- 
patch'd  Maftcr  Ranger  to  you  three  Hours  ago. 

Rang.  Ay,  plague!  but  I  had  Bufinefs  of  my  own,  and 
fo  I  could  not  come.  Hark  ye,  Frankly,  is  your  Girl 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ? 

Frank.  A  Maid,  I  hope. 

Rang.  The  odds  are  againfi:  you,  Charles.  But  mine 

is  married,  you  Rogue,  and  her  Husband  jealous.  The 

Devil  is  in  it,  if  I  do  not  yet  reap  fome  Reward  for  my 
lafl:  Night's  Service. 

Bella.  He  has  certainly  been  at  Mrs.  Striftland  herfelf. 
But,  Frankly,  I  dare  not  look  on  you. 

Frank.  This  one  Embrace  cancels  all  Thoughts  of 
Enmity. 

Bella.  Thou  generous  Man !  —  But  I  muft  hafte  to 
cafe  Jacintha  of  her  Fears.  [Exit. 
Frank.  And  I  to  make  up  Matters  with  Clarinda. 

[Exit. 

Rang.  And  I  to  fome  kind  Wench  or  other,  Jack. 
But  where  I  lhall  find  her,  Heav'n  knows.  And  fo,  my 
Service  to  your  Monkey. 

Jack  Meg.  Adieu,  Rattlepate.  [Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N   E  II. 

The  Hall  of  Mr.  Stri&land'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Stri&land  and  Clarinda. 

Mrs.  Strift.  But,  why  in  fuch  a  hurry,  my  Dear  ?  Stay 
till  your  Servants  can  go  along  with  you. 

Qlar. 
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Clar.  Oh,  no  matter  !  They'll  follow  with  my  Things- 
It  is  but  a  little  way  off,  and  my  Chair  will  guard  me- 
After  my  flaying  out  fo  late  laft  Night,  I  am  fare 
Mr.  Striftland  will  think  every  Minute  an  Age  whilft  I 
am  in  his  Houfe. 

MrjStritt.  I  am  as  much  amaz'd  at  his  fufpe&ing  your 
Innocence  as  my  own :  And  every  time  I  think  of  it,  I 
blufll  at  my  prdent  Behaviour  to  you, 
•   Clar,  No  Ceremony,  dear  Child. 

Mrs.  S/rift.  No,  Clarinda,  I  am  too  well  acquainted 
with  your  good  Humour.  But  I  fear  in  the  Eye  of  a  ma- 
licious World,  it  may  look  like  a  Confirmation  of  his 
Sufpicion. 

Clar.  My  Dear,  if  the  World  will  fpeak  ill  of  me, 
for  the  little  innocent  Gaiety,  which  I  think  the  peculiar 
Happinefs  of  my  Temper,  I  know  no  way  to  prevent  it; 
and  am  only  forry  the  World  is  fo  ill-natur'd ;  But  I 
fhall  not  part  with  my  Mirth,  I  afiure  them,  fo  long  as 
I  know  it  innocent.  I  wifh,  my  Dear,  this  may  be  the 
greateft  Uneafinefs  your  Husband's  Jealoufy  ever  gives 
you. 

Mr s.  Strift.  I  hope  he  never  again  may  have  fuch  Oc- 
cafion,  as  he  had  laft  Night. 

Clar.  You  are  fo  unfafnionable  a  Wife!  Why,  laft 

Night's  Accident  would  have  made  half  the  Wives  in 
London  eafy  for  Life.  Has  not  his  Jealoufy  difcover'd 
itfelf  openly  ?  And  are  not  you  innocent?  There  is  no- 
thing  but  your  foolifli  Temper  that  prevents  his  being 
abfolutely  in  your  Power. 

Mrs.  Striff.  Clarinda,  this  is  too  ferious  an  Affair  to 
laugh  at.  Let  me  advife  you,  take  care  of  Mr.  Frankly, 
obferve  his  Temper  well  3  and  if  he  has  the  leaft  Taint  of 
Jealoufy,  call  him  off,  and  never  truft  to  keeping  him  in 
your  Power. 

Clar.  You  will  hear  little  more  of  Frankly,  I  believe. 
Here  is  Mr.  Sir  iff  land. 


Enter 
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Enter  Mr.  Striftland  and  Lucetta. 

Mr.  Strict.  Lucetta  fays  you  want  me,  Madam. 

Clar.  I  troubled  you,  Sir,  only  that  I  might  return  you 
Thanks  for  the  Civilities  I  have  receiv'd  in  your  Family, 
before  I  took  my  leave. 

Mr.  StriSl.  Keep  them  to  yourfelf,  dear  Madam.  As 
it  is  at  my  Requeft  that  you  leave  my  Houfe,  your 
Thanks  upon  that  Occafion  are  not  very  delirable. 

Clar.  Oh,  Sir,  you  need  not  fear,  my  Thanks  were 
only  for  your  Civilities.  They  will  not  overburden  you. 
But  Pll  conform  to  your  Humour,  Sir,  and  part  with  as 
little  Ceremony^—  « 

Mr.  Stria.  As  we  met. 

Clar.  The  Brute!  [Jftde.]  My  Dear,  Good-b'ye,  we 
may  meet  again.  \jTo  Mrs.  Stridtiand. 

Air.  Stria.  If  you  dare  truft  me  with  your  Hand. 

Clar.  Lucetta^  remember  my  Inftru£tions.  Nov/,  Sir, 
have  with  you.  \Mr.  Stridtland  leads  Clarinda  out. 

Mrs.  Stria.  Are  her  Inftru&ions  cruel  or  kind,  Lu- 
cetta? For  I  fuppofe  they  relate  to  Mr.  Frankly. 

Lucet.  You  have  a  mind  to  try,  if  I  can  keep  a  Secret, 
as  well  as  yourfelf,  Madam.  But  I  will  (hew  you  I  am  fit 
to  be  trufted  by  keeping  this,  tho'  it  fignifies  nothing. 

Mrs.  Strict.  This  Aniwer  is  not  fo  civil,  I  think. 

Lucet.  I  beg  pardon,  Madam.  I  meant  it  not  to  offend. 

Mrs.  Stria.  Pray  let  us  have  no  more  fuch.  I  neither 
defire,  nor  want  your  Afliftance. 

Re-enter  Mr,  Stri&land. 

Mr.  Striii.  She  is  gone.  I  feel  myfelf  fomewhat  eafier 
already.  Since  I  have  begun  the  Day  with  Gallantry, 
Madam,  fhall  I  condudl  you  up  ? 

Mrs.  Stri^l.  There  is  fomething,  Sir,  which  gives  you 
fecret  Uneafinefs.    I  wifti  

Mr.  Strict.  Perhaps  fo,  Madam,  and  perhaps  it  may  , 
foon  be  no  Secret  at  all.  [Leads  her  out. 

Lucet.  Would  I  were  once  well  fettled  with  my  young 
Lady  \  for  at  prcfent,  this  is  but  an  odd  fort  of  a  queer 

Family. 
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Family.  Lad  Night's  Affair  puzzles  me.  A  Flat  there 
was  that  belorcg'd  to  none  of  us,  that's  certain.  Madam 
was  in  a  Fright,  that  is  as  certain  ;  and  I  brought  all  off. 
Jacintha  efcap'd,  no  one  of  us  knows  how.  The  gocd 
Man's  Jcaloufy  was  yefterday  groundlefs yet  to-day,  in 
my  Mind,,  he  is.  very  much  in  the  right.  Mighty  odd, 
aJl  this!  Somebody  knocks!  If  this  fhould  be  C-arinda's 
Spark,  1  have  an  odd  Mefifage  for  him  too. 

[She  opens  the  Door. 

Enter  Frankly. 

Frank.  So,  my  pretty  Handmaid.  Meeting  with  you 
gives  me  fome  Hopes.    May  I  fpeak  with  Ciarinda? 

Lucet.  Whom  do  you  want,  Sir. 

frank.  Ciarinda^  Child.  The  young  Lady  I  was  ad- 
mitted to  yefterday. 

Lucet.  Ciarinda  ?i        No  fuch  Perfou  lives  here,  I  af- 

fure  you. 

Frank.  Where  then  ? 

Lucet.  I  don't  know  indeed,  Sir. 

Frank.  Will  you  enquire  within  ? 

Lucet.  Nobody  knows  in  this  Houfe,  Sir,  you  will  find* 

Frank.  What  do  you  mean  ?  She  is  a  Friend  of  Jack*. 
iba'sy  your  Lady.    I  will  take  my  Oath  fhe  was  here 
laft  Night;  and  you  yourfelf  fpoke  of  her  being  here 
this  Morning  ---  Not  know ! 

Lucet.  No.  None  of  us  know.  She  went  away  of  a 
fudden.  No  one  of  us  can  imagine  whither. 

Frank.  Why,  Faith,  Child,  thou  haft  a  tolerable  Face, 
and  haft  deliver'd  this  Denial  very  handfomly.  But  let 
me  tell  you,  your  damn'd  Impertinence  this  Morning 
had  lik'd  to  have  coft  me  my  Life.  Now,  therefore,  m^ke 
me  amends.  I  come  from  your  young  Miftrefs,  I  come 
from  Mr.  Bellamy.  I  come  with  my  Purfe  full  of  Gold 
(that  perfuafive  Rhetorick)  to  win  you  to  let  nje  fee 
and  fpeak  to  this  Ciarinda  once  again. 

Lucet.  She  is  not  here,  Sir. 

Frank.  Direct  me  to  her. 

E  3-  " 
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Lucet.  No  ll  can'c  do  that  neither. 

Enter  Mr.  Stri&land  behind. 

Mr.StriSi.  I  heard  a  knocking  at  the  Door,  and  a 
Man's  Voice  —  Ha !   [Afide. 

Frank.  Deliver  this  Letter  to  her. 

Mr.  Strift.  By  all  my  Fears,  a  Letter  !  [Afide. 

Lucet.  I  don't  know  but  I  may  be  tempted  to  do  that. 

Frank.  Take  it  then  —  and  with  it  this. 

[Kijfes  her,  and  gives  her  Money. 

Mr.  Striff.  Um !  there  are  two  Bribes  in  a  Breath ! 
What  a  Jade  fhe  is  ? 

Lucet.  Ay  !  this  Gentleman  underftands  Reafon ! 

Frank.  And  be  allured  you  oblige  your  Mifirefs,  while 
you  are  ferving  me. 

Mr.  Strifi.  Her  Miftrefs  ?  ~  Damn'd  Sex !  and  damn'd 
Wife,  that  art  an  Epitome  of  that  Sex  ! 

Frank.  And  if  you  can  procure  me  an  Anfwer,  your 
Fee  fhall  be  enlarg'd.  [Exit  Frank. 

Lucet.  The  next  Step  is  to  get  her  to  read  this  Letter. 

Mr.Strift.  [Snatches  the  Letter.]  No  Noife — -  but 
ftand  tiknt  there,  whilft  I  read  this. 

[Breaks  it  open,  and  drops  the  Cafe. 

Madam,  The  Gaiety  of  a  Heart  happy  as  mine  wasyqfter- 
day,  may,  I  hope,  eafily  excufe  the  nnfeafonable  Vifit  I  made 
your  Houfe  laft  Night. — Death  and  the  Devil !  Confufion  ! 
I  fhall  run  diftra&ed.  It  is  too  much!  There  was  a  Man 
then  to  whom  the  Hat  belong'd  ;  and  I  was  gull'd,  abu- 
fed,  cheated,  imposed  on  by  a  Chit,  a  Girl  —  Oh  Wo- 
man !  Woman !  — But  I  will  be  calm,  fearch  it  coolly  to 
the  Bottom,  and  have  a  full  Revenge.-  

Lucet  [Afide.]  So  here's  fine  Work  !  He'll  make  him- 
felf  very  ridiculous  tho' ! 

Mr.StriSi.  [Reads  on.]  I  know  ?ny  Innocence  will  appear 
fo  manifejlly  that  I  need  only  appeal  to  the  Lady  who  accom- 
panied yon  at  Bath.  Your  very  humble  Servant,  good,  in- 
nocent, fine  Madam  Clarinda—  And  I  do  not  doubt  but  her 
Good-nature,  [Bawd!  Bawd !]  will  not  let  you  perjijl  in  in- 
juring your  obedient  humble  Servant,        Charles  Frankly. 

Now* 
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Now,  who  can  fay  my  Jealoufy  lackM  Foundation^  or  my 
Sufpicion  of  fine  Madam's  innocent  Gaiety  was  unjuft.  -  — 
Gaiety  ?  why  ay!  'twas  Gaiety  brought  him  hither.  Gaie- 
ty makes  her  a  Bawd. --My  Wife  may  be  a  Whore  in 
Gaiety  .  What  a  Number  of  Sins  become  fafliionable  un- 
der the  Notion  of  Gaiety.  What?  You  receiv'd  this 

Epiftle  in  Gaiety  too  5  and  were  to  deliver  it  to  my  Wife. 
I  fuppofe,  when  the  gay  Fit  came  next  upon  her.  -—Why! 
you  impudent  young  Strumpet,  do  you  laugh  at  me  ! 

Lucet.  I  wou'd,  if  I  dared,  and  heartily —Be  pleas'd, 
Sir,  only  to  look  at  that  Piece  of  Paper  that  lies  there. 

Mr.  StriSl.  Ha ! 

Lucet.  I  have  not  touched  it,  Sir.  It  is  the  Cafe  that 
Letter  came  in,  and  the  Direction  will  inform  you  whom  I 
was  to  deliver  it  to. 

Mr.  StriSl.  This  is  directed  to  Clarinda  ? 
(  Lucet.  Oh !  is  it  fo  ?   Now  read  it  over  again,  and  all 
your  foolifli  Doubts  will  vanifh. 

Mr.  StriSl.  I  have  no  Doubts  at  all.  I  am  fatisfied  that 
you,  Jacintha^  Clarinda,  my  Wife,  all  are-  

Lucet.  Lud !  Lud !  you  would  make  a  Body  mad  ? 

Mr.  StriSl.  Hold  your  impertinent  Tongue. 

Lucet.  You'll  find  the  thing  to  bejuft  as  I  fay,  Sir. 

Mr.  StriSl.  Be  gone.  [Exit  Lucetta.]  They  muft  be  poor 
at  the  Work,  indeed:  if  they  did  not  lend  one  another  their 
Names.  'Tis  plain, 'tis  evident :  And  I  am  miferable.  But  for 
my  Wife,  fhe  fhall  notftay  one  Night  longer  in  my  Haufe. 
Separation,  Shame,  Contempt  fhall  be  her  Portion.  I 
am  determin'd  in  the  thing  ;  and  when  once  it  is  over,  I 
may  perhaps  be  eafy.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 
The  Street. 

Enter  Clarinda,  in  a  Chair,  Ranger  following. 

Rang.  Harkye,  Chairmen  ?  Damn  your  Confounded 
Trot.  Go  flower. 

E  4  Clar. 
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Clar.  Here,  ftop. 

Rang.  By  Heavens !  the  Monfters  hear  Reafon,  and 
obey.  ,ovod&  &fic*.#f  wdt  t 

Clar.  [Letting  down  the  Window.']  What  troublefom* 
fellow  was  that  ? 

1  Chairm.  Some  Rake,  I  warrant,  that  cannot  carry 
himieif  home,  and  wants  us  to  do  it  for  him. 

Clar.  There          And  pray  do  you  take  care  I  be 

not  troubled  with  him.  [Goes  in. 

1  Rang.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay  now,  Pray  follow  me. 
Madam,  you  are  a  charming  Woman,  and  I  will  do 
it — 1 

1  Chairm.  Stand  off,  Sir. 

Rang.  Prithee,  honeft  Fellow  —  what  —  what  Writ- 
ing is  that  ?  [Endeavouring  to  get  in. 

2  Chairm.  You  come  not  in  here! 

Rang.  Lodgings  to  be  let!  a  pretty  convenient  Infcrip- 
tion,  and  the  Sign  of  a  good  modeft  Family  !  There  may 
be  Lodgings  for  Gentlemen  as  well  as  Ladies.  Harkye, 
Rogues  ?  Pll  lay  you  all  the  Silver  I  have  in  my  Pocket, 
there  it  is,  I  get  in  there  in  fpite  of  your  Teeth,  ye  Pimps. 

[Throws  down Money and  goes  hi. 

1  Chairm.  What,  have  you  let  the  Gentleman  in  ? 

2  Chairm.  Pll  tell  you  what,  Partner,  he  certainly  flipt 
by  whilft  we  were  picking  up  the  Money,  Come,  take  up. 

[Exeunt* 


SCENE  IV. 

Clarinda^  Lodgings. 

ji  Noife  without   between   Ranger   and  Landlady. 
Clarinda  enters  laughing^  a  Maid  following. 

Clar.  My  Madcap  Coufin  Ranger,  as  I  live.  I  am  fure 
fee  does  not  know  me,  -*~.If  I  cou'd  but  hide  my  Face. 

now, 
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now,  what  Sport  I  fhou'd  have !  A  Mask,  a  Mask  !  run 
and  fee  if  you  can  find  a  Mask. 

Maid.  I  believe  there  is  one  above. 

C/ar.  Run,  run  and  fetch  it.  [Exit  Maid, 

Here  he  comes !  [Enter  Ranger  and  Landlady. 

Haw  unlucky  this  is!  [Turning  from  *em. 

LandL  What's  your  Bufinefs  here,  unmannerly  Sir  ? 

Rang.  Well,  let's  lee  thefe  Lodgings  that  are  to  be 
let.  — »  Gad,  a  very  pretty  neat  Tenement !  —  But  hark  ye* 
is  it  real  and  natural,  all  that,  or  only  patch'd  up  and 
new-painted  this  Summer- feafbn,  againft  the  Town  fills  ? 

LandL  What  does  the  faucy  Fellow  mean  with  his 
double  Tenders  here  ?  Get  you  down — ♦ 

Enter  Maid  'with  a  Mask. 

Maid.  Here  is  a  very  dirty  one.     [Jfide to  Clarinda. 

Clar.  No  matter  —  now  we  fhall  fee  a  little  what  he 
wou'd  be  at.  [Afidem 

LandL  This  is  an  honeft  Houfe,  —  For  all  your  lae'd 
Waftecoat,  I'll  have  you  thrown  down  Neck  and  Heels. 

Rang.  Phoh!  not  in  fuch  a  Flurry,  good  old  Lady 
A  Mask  !     Nay,  with  all  my  Heart,  L  faves  a  World  of 
Blufhing— -  Have  you  ne'er  a  one  for  me  ?  —  I  am  apt 
£0  be  afham'd  myfelf  on  thefe  Occafions. 

LandL  Get  you  down,  1  fay—  

Rang.  Not  if  I  guefs  right,  old  Lady.  Madam,  [Ta 
Clarinda,  who  makes  Signs  to  the  Landlady.]  look  ye  there 
now !  that  a  Woman  fhou'd  live  to  your  Age,  and  know 
fo  little  of  the  matter.  Be  gone.  [Exit  Landlady.']  By 
her  Forwardnefs,  this  fhould  be  a  Whore  of  Quality.. 
My  Boy  Ranger  ^  thou  art  in  luck  to-day.  —  She  won'c 
fpeak,  I  find  — then  I  will,  [dfidej]  Delicate  Lodg- 
ings truly,  Madam  ;and  very  neatly  furnifh'd.  —  A  very 
convenient  Room  this,  I  muft  needs  own,  to  entertain 
a  mix'd  Company.  — - But  my  dear  charming  Creature^ 
does  not  that  Door  open  to  a  more  commodious  Apart- 
ment for  the  Happinefs  of  a  private  Friend,  or  fo  ?  Th$ 

prcttieft* 
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prettied  BrafsLock.  —  Faft,  urn  !  that  won't  do.  'Sdeath, 
you  are  a  beautiful  Woman !  I  am  fure  you  are.  Prithee 
let  me  fee  your  Face.  It  is  your  Intereft,  Child.-—  The 
longer  you  delay,  the  more  I  ftiall  expect.  Therefore, 
[faking  her  Hand.']  my  dear,  foft,  kind,  new  Acquain- 
tance, thus  let  me  take  your  Hand,  and  whilft  you  gently 
wifh  the  other,  let  Day-light  in  upon  me  :  Let  me  foftly 
hold  you  to  me,  that  with  my  longing  Lips  I  may  receive 
the  warmeft,  beft  Impreflion.  [She  unmasks.']  Clarinda  ! 

Gar.  Ha!  ha!  Your  Servant,  Coufin  Ranger:  Ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Rang.  Oh!  your  humble  Servant,  Madam !  you  had 
liked  to  have  been  beholden  to  your  Mask,  Coufin  ! 
I  muft  brazen  it  out.  „  {Afide. 

Gar.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  you  were  not  fo  happy  in  your 
Difguife,  Sir.  The  pretty  Stagger  in  your  Gate,  that  hap- 
py Difpofition  of  your  Wig,  the  genteel  Negligence  of 
your  whole  Perfon,  and  thofe  pretty  Flowers  of  modilh 
Gallantry  made  it  impoflible  to  miftake  you,  my  fweet 
Cuz.   Ha,  ha. 

Rang.  Oh !  I  knew  you  too,  but  I  fancied  you  had 
taken  a  particular  liking  to  my  Perfon,  and  had  a  mind 
to  fink  the  Relation  under  that  little  Piece  of  black  Vel- 
vet !  And,  Egad,  you  never  find  me  behind-hand  in  a 
Frolick.  But  fmce  it  is  otherwife,  my  merry  good-hu- 
mour'd  Coufin,  I  am  as  heartily  glad  to  fee  you  in  Town, 
as  I  fhould  be  to  meet  any  of  my  old  Bottle  Acquain- 
tance. 

Gar.  And  on  my  Side  I  am  as  happy  in  meeting 
your  Worflbip,  as  I  fliould  be  in  a  Rencounter  with  e'er 
a  Petticoat  in  Chriftendom. 

Rang.  And  if  you  have  any  Occafion  for  a  dangling 
Gallant  to  Vauxhail,  Ranelagb,  or  even  the  poor  negleft- 
ed  Park,  you  are  fo  unlike  the  reft  of  your  virtuous 
Sifters  of  the  Petticoat,  that  I  will  venture  myfelf  with 
you. 

Gar.  Take  care  what  you  promife  ;  for  who  knows 
but  this  Face  you  were  pleas'd  to  fay  fo  many  pretty 

things 
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things  of,  before  you  faw  it,  may  raife  fo  many  Rivals 
among  your  kept  Miftrefs's,  and  Rep's  of  Quality. 

Rang.  Hold!  hold!  a  Truce  with  your  Satire,  fweet 
Cuz ;  or  if  Scandal  muft  be  the  Topick  of  every  virtuous 
Woman's  Convcrfation —  Call  for  your  Tea- Water  — 
And  let  it  be  in  its  proper  Element.  Come,  your  Tea  ; 
your  Tea. 

Enter  Landlady. 

Clar.  With  all  my  Heart-—  Who's  there?  Get  Tea 
upon  Condition  that  you  ftay  till  it  comes. 

Rang.  That  is  according  as  you  behave,  Madam. 

Clar.  Oh  !  Sir,  I  am  very  fenfible  of  the  Favours. 

Rang.  Nay  !  you  may,  I  affure  you;  for  there  is  but 
one  Woman  of  Virtue  befides  yourfelf,  I  would  ftay  with 
ten  Minutes,  (and  I  have  not  known  her  above  thefe  twelve 
Hours).  The  Infipidity,  or  the  Rancour  of  their  Dif- 
courfe,  is  infufferable.  'Sdeathl  I  had  rather  take  the  Air 
with  my  Grandmother ! 

Clar.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  the  Ladies  are  highly  obliged  to 
you,  I  vow. 

Rang.  I  tell  you  what.  The  Lady  I  fpeak  of  was 
oblig'd  to  me,  and  the  generous  Girl  is  ready  to  own  it. 

Clar.  And  pray,  when  was  it  you  did  Virtue  thiscon- 
fiderable  Service  ? 

Rang.  But  this  laft  Night,  the  Devil  fetch  me!  A 
romantick  Whim  of  mine  convey'd  me  into  her  Cham- 
ber, whqre  I  found  her,  young  and  beautiful,  alone,  at 
midnight,  drelVd  like  a  {oh  Adonis*  her  lovely  Hair  all 
loofe  about  her  Shoulders — — 

Clar.  In  Boys  Cloaths!  (this  is  worth  attending  to). 

[Aftde. 

Rang.  Gad  ?  I  no  more  fufpe&ed  her  being  a  Woman, 
than  I  did  your  being  my  Cater-Coufin. 

Clar.  How  did  you  difcover  it  at  laft? 

Rang.^  Why,  faith,  lhe  very  modeftly  dropt  me  a  Hint 
of  it  herfelf. 

Clar.  Herfelf!  (if  this  fhould  be  Jacinlha).  {Aftde. 

Rang. 
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Bang.  Ay!  'foregad,  did  fhe!  which  I  imagined  a 
good  Sign,  at  midnight.  Ha,  Coufin  ?  So  I  e'en  invented 
along  Story  of  a  Paffion  1  bad  for  her,  (tho*  I  had  never 
feen  her  before)  you  know  ray  old  Way  ;  and  &jd  fo 
many  fuch  tender  Things—---— 

Clar.  Asyoufaid  to  mejufknow. 

Rang.  Pfhah !  quite  in  another  Stile,  I  affure  you.  It 
was  Midnight,  and  then  I  was  ia  3  right  Cue. 

Clar.  Well !  And  what  did  fhe  anfvvcr  to  all  thefe  Pra- 
te flat  ions  ? 

Rang.  Why,  inftead  of  running  into  my  Arms  at  once, 
as  1  expe&ed-* — - 
Cla>\  To  be  fure. 

Rang.'Gzdl  like  a  freehearted  honeft  Girl,  fhe  frankly 
told  me,  She  lik'd  another  better  than  fhe  lik'd  me  ;  that 
I  had  fomething  in  my  Face  that  fhew'd  I  was  a  Gentle- 
man :  and  fiie  would  e'en  truft  herfelf  with  me,  if  I  would 
give  her  my  Word,  I  would  convey  her  to  her  Spark.' 

(%r.  Oh,  brave!  And  how  did  you  bear  this? 

Rang.  Why,  curfe  me,  if  I  am  ever  angry  with  a 
Woman  for  not  having  a  Paffion,  for  me  ;  1  only  hate 
your  Sex's  vain  Pretence  of  having  no  Paffion  at  all. 
'Gad!  I  loved  the  good-natur'd  Girl  for  ifc  j  took  her  at 
\  er  Word  ftole  her  our  of  the  Window  :  and  this  Morn- 
ing made  a  very  honelt  Fellow  happy  in  the  Poffeffiott 
of  her. 

Gar.  And  her  Name  is  Jacintha. 
Rang.  Ha! 

Clar.  Your  Amours  are  no  Secrets,  Sir.  You  fee  you 
might  as  well  have  told  me  all,  the  whole  of  laft  Night's 
Adventure;  for  you  find,  I  know. 

Rang.  All  ?  Why,  what  do  you  know? 

Clar.  Nay,  nothing.  I  only  know,  that  a  Gentle- 
man's Hat  cannot  be  dropt  in  a  Lady's  Chamber 

Rang.  The  Devil ! 

Clar.  Bui;  a  Husband  is  fuch  an  odd,  impertinent, 
aukw.ard  Creature,  that  he  will  be  Humbling  over  it. 

Rang. 
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Rang.  Here  has  been  fine  Work.  [JJide.]   But  how, 
in  the  Name -of  Wonder,  (3>;uld  you  know  all  this? 
Clan.  By  bci:  g  fa  the  fame  Houfe. 
i?^;?^.  In  the  kmc  Houfe  ? 

Clar.  Ay,  i  n  the  fame  Houfe.  A  Witnefs  of  the  Con- 
fofion  you  have  made. 

Rang.  Frankly 's  Clcerim. Ja ,  by  all  that's  fortunate.  It 
muft  be  fo.  \Ajide. 

Clar.  And  let  me  cell  you,  Sir,  that  even  the  dull, 
low-fpirited  Diverfions  you  ridicule  in  us  tame  Creatures, 
are  preferable  co  the  romantick  Exploits  that  only  Wine 
am  raife  you  to. 

Rang.  Yes,  Coufin!  But  IM1  be  even  with  you. 

{A/tie. 

Clar.  If  you  refieft,  Coufin,  you  will  find  a  great 
deal  of  Wit  in  fhocking  a  Lady's  Modefty,  difturbing 
her -Quiet,  tainting  her  Reputation,  and  ruining  the  Pe&ce 
of  a  whole  Family. 

Rang.  To  be  lure. 

Clar.  Thele  are  your  high-mettled  Pleafures  of  your 
Men  of  Spirit,  that  the  Infipidity  of  the  Virtuous  can 
never  arrive  at.    And  can  you  in  reality  think  your  Bur- 
gundy,  and  your  Bacchus,  your  Venus,  and  your  Loves 
Excufe  for  all  this  ?  Fy,  Coufin,  fy. 

Rang.  No,  Coufin. 

Clar.  What,  dumb?  I  am  glad  you  have  Modefty 
enough  left  not  to  go  about  to  excufe  yourfelf. 

Rang.  It  is  as  you  fay.  When  we  are  lober,  and  re- 
flect but  ever  fo  little  on  the  Follies  we  commit,  we  are 
afham'd  and  forry  ;  and  yet  the  very  next  Mrnute,  we 
run  again  into  the  very  fame  Abfurdities. 

Clar.  What?  Moralizing,  Coufin!  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Rang.  What  you  know  is  not  half,  not  a  hundredth- 
Pare  of  the  Mifchief  of  my  laft  Night's  Frolick.  And 
yet,  the  very  next  Petticoat  I  faw  this  Morning,  I  rfiuft 
follow  it,  and  be  damn'd  to  me.  Tho*  for  ought  I 
know,  poor  Frankly**  Life  may  depend  upon  k. 


Clar. 
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Clar.  Whofe  Life,  Sir? 

Rang.  And  here  do  I  ftand  prating  to  you  now. 

Clar.  Pray,  good  Coufin,  explain  yourfelf. 

Rang.  Good  Coufin  !  She  has  it.  [4ftde.~]  Why,  whilft  I 
was  making  off  with  the  Wench,  Bellamy  and  he  were 
quarrelling  about  her :  And  tho*  Jacinth  a  and  I  made 
all  the  hafte  we  could,  we  did  not  get  to  them  before—* 

Clar.  Before  what  ?  (I'm  frighten'd  out  of  my  Wits.) 

Rang.  Not  that  Frankly  car'd  three  Half-pence  for 
the  Girl. 

Clar.  But  there  was  no  Mifchief  done,  I  hope. 

Rang.  Pho!  a  flight  Scratch.  Nothing  at  all,  as  the 
Surgeon  faid  :  Tho*  he  was  but  a  queer  looking  Son 
of  a -Bitch  of  a  Surgeon  neither. 

Clar.  Good  God!  Why,  he  fliould  have  the  beftthat 
can  be  found  in  London. 

Rang.  Ay,  indeed,  fo  he  fliould.  That  was  what  I 
was  going  for,  when  I  faw  you.  [Sits  down.l  They  are 
all  at  Jack  Meggot's  hard  by,  and  you  will  keep  me 
here. 

Clar.  I  keep  you  here  !  For  Heaven's  fake  begone. 

Rang.  Your  Tea  is  a  damn'd  while  a  coming. 

Clar.  Yo  fliall  have  no  Tea  now,  I  affure  you. 

Rang.  Nay  !  One  Difli. 

Clar.  No,  pofitively,  you  (hall  not  flay. 

Rang.  Your  Commands  are  abfolute,  Madam. 

[Going. 

Clar.  Then  Frankly  is  true,  and  I  am  only  to  blame. 

Rang.  [Returns,']  But  I  beg  ten  thoufand  Pardons, 
Coufin,  that  I  fliould  forget  to  falute  you. 

Clar.  Pfliah !  How  can  you  triflle  at  fuch  a  Time  as 
this? 

Rang.  A  Trifle !  Wrong  not  your  Beauty. 

Clar.  Lord  !  How  teizing  you  are  ?  There. 

Ranger.  [Kijfes  her.~\  Poor  thing  !  how  uneafy  flie 
is!  Nay,  no  Ceremony.  You  (hall  not  ftir  a  Step 
with  me.  [Exit. 

Clar. 
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Clar.  I  do  not  intend  it.  This  is  downright  pro- 
voking. Who's  there? 

Enter  Landlady. 

Landla.  Madam,  did  your  Ladyfhip  call  ? 
Clar.  Does  one  Mr.  Meggot  live  in  this  Neighbour- 
hood ? 

Landla.  Yes,  Madam,  a  fine  Gentleman,  and  keeps  a 
noble  Houfe,  and  a  World  of  Company. 

Clar.  Very  well-.  I  don't  want  his  Hiftory.  I  wonder 
my  Servants  are  not  come  yet. 

Landla.  Lack-a-day,  Madam,  they  are  all  below. 

Clar.  Send  up  one  then  with  a  Card  to  me.  I  muft 
know  the  Truth  of  this  Affair  immediately.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    V.  SCENE! 

A  Room  in  Mr.  Stri&land's  Houfe.   Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Stridlland  difcover'd ;  floe  weepings 
and  he  writing  at  a  'Table. 

Mrs.  Strictland, 

HEigh!  Ho! 
Mr.  StriEt.  What  can  poffibly  be  theOccafion  of 
that  Sigh,  Madam  ?    You  have  yourfelf  agreed  to  a 
Maintenance,  and  a  Maintenance  no  Dutchefs  need  be 
afham'd  of. 

Mrs  Strift.  But  the  Extremities  of .  Provocation  that 
drove  me  to  that  Agreement  

Mr. 
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Mr.  Sirict.  Were  the  Effe£fcof  your  own  Follies.  Wkf 
do  you  difturb  me  ?  [  Writes  m. 

Mrs.  StriSl.  I  would  not  willingly  give  you  a  Mo- 
ment's Uneafinefs.  I  but  defire  a  fair  and  equal  Hear- 
ing :  And  if  I  fatisfy  you  not  in  every  Point,  then  aban- 
don me,  dilcard  mc  10  the  World,  and  its  malicious 
Tongues. 

Mr  StriSl.  What  was  it  you  faid  ? — ■  Damn  this  Pen. 

Mrs.  - Shrift.  1  lay,  Mr.  Strffland,  I  would  only  

Mr,  Strift.   You  would  only  !  -  You  would  only 

repeat  tvhat  you  have  been  faying  this  Hour,  /  am  inno- 
cent ;  and  when  I  fhew'd  you  the  Letter  I  had  taken  from 
your  Maid,  what  was  then  your  poor  Evafion,  but  that 
it  Was  to  Clarinda,  and  you  were  innocent  ?  *  tvui 

Mrs.  Strift.  Heaven  knows  I  am  innocent. 

Mr.  Siriul.  But  I  know  your  Clarinda,  your  Woman 

of  Honour  is  your  Blind,  your  Cover,  your  But  why 

do  Idiitrad:  myfelf  about  a  Woman  1  have  no  longer 
any  Concerns  with  ?  Here,  Madam,  is  your  Fate.  A 
Letter  to  your  Brother  in  the  Country. 

Mrs.  Striff.  Sir  

Mr.  Strift.  I  have  told  him  what  a  Sifter  he  is  to  re- 
ceive, and  how  bid  her  welcome. 

Mrs.  Strift.  Then  my  Ruin  is  compleat.  My  Bro- 
ther ! 

Mr.  Strict.  I  mud  vindicate  my  own  Honour.  Elfe 
what  will  the  World  fay  ? 

Mrs  Stritt.  That  Brother  was  my  only  Hope,  my 
only  Ground  of  Patience.  In  his  Retirement  I  hoped 
my  Name  might  have  been  fafe,  and  flept,  till  by  fome 
happy  Means  you  might  at  length  have -known  <me  inno^ 
cent,  and  pitied  me. 

Mr,  Stn5l.  Retirement!  pretty  Soul!  No!  No!  That 
Face  was  ntver  made  for  Retirement.  It  is  another  Sore 
of  Retiring  you  are  fitteft  for. —  Ha  1  Hark !  What's 
that.  '[A  Knotting  at  the  Door.~]  Two  gentle  Taps — : — >; 
And  why  but  two  ?  Was  that  the  Signal,  Madam  ?  Stir 
not  on  your  Life. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  StriB.  Give  me  Refolution,  Heaven,  to  bear  this 
Ufage,  and  keep  it  fecret  from  the  World.  [AJide. 

Mr.  Stritt.  I  will  have  no  Signs,  no  Items.  No 
Hem  to  tell  him  I  am  here  !  Ha  !  another  Tap,  The 
Gentleman  is  in  hatte,  I  find.  [Opens  the  Door,  and 
Enter  Teller.]  Tefter,  why  did  you  not  come  in,  Rafcal  ? 
£  Beats  him.~]  All  Vexations  meet  to  crofs  me. 

Tejier.  Lard,  Sir!  What  do  you  flrike  me  for  ?  My 
Miltrefs  order'd  me  never  to  come  in  where  fhe  was, 
without  firft  knocking  at  the  Door. 

Mr.  Stria.  Oh,  cunning  Devil !  Tejler  is  too  honed 
to  be  trufted ! 

Mrs.  Stria.  Unhappy  Man  !  Will  nothing  undeceive 
him  ?  [Afide. 
Tejier.  Sir,  here  is  a  Letter. 
Mr.  Stria.  To  my  Wife  ? 

Tejier.  No,  Sir,  to  you.    The  Servant  waits  below. 
Mr.  Strict.  Art  fure  it  is  a  Servant  ? 
Tejier.  Sir.  [Storing.']  It  is  Mr.  Buckle^  Sir. 
Mr.  Stria.  1  am  mad.    I  know  not  what  I  fay,  or  do, 
or  think.    But  Jet's  read.  [Reads  to  himfeJf 

£/r,  We  cannot  bear  to  rejlefi  that  Mrs.  StridHand  may 
poffbly  be  ruin'd  in  your  Ejleem,  and  in  the  Voice  of  the 
World,  only  by  the  Confufion  which  our  Affair  has  made  in 
your  Family \  without  offering  all  within  our  Pozver  to  clear 
the  Mi junder Handing  between  you.  Ij  you  will  givey  our felf 
the  Trouble  but  to  jlep  to  Mr.  MeggotV,  where  all  the  Par- 
ties will  be  ;  we  doubt  not  but  we  can  entirely  Jatisfy  your 
moji  flagrant  SufpicionsH  to  the  Honour  of  Mrs.  Stridland, 
and  the  £>uiet  of  your  Lives.       Jacincha,  John  Bellamy, 

Hey !  Here  is  the  whole  Gang  witnefling  for  one  ano- 
ther. They  think  I  am  an  Ais,  and  will  be  led  by  the 
Nofe  to  believe  every  thing.    Call  me  a  Chair.  Yes, 

I  will  go. to  this  Rendezvous  of  Enemies — I  will-  ? 

and  find  out  all  her  Plots,  her  Artifices  and  Contrivances* 

F  It 
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It  will  clear  my  Condud  to  her  Brother,  and  all  her 
Friends.  [Exeunt  Mr.  ■  Stri&land  Tefter. 

Mrs.  StriB.  Gone,  fo  abruptly  1  What  can  that  Letter 
be  about?  No  Matter.  There  is  no  Way  left  to  make  us 
eafy  but  by  my  Difgrace,  and  I  muft  learn  to  fuffer. 
Time  and  Innocence  will  teach  me  to  bear  it  patiently. 

Enter  Lucetta. 

Lueet.  Mrs.  Bellamy,  Madam  (for  my  young  Lady 
is  married)  begs  you  would  follow  Mr,  Striftland  to 
Mr.  Meggot's.  She  makes  no  doubt  but  (he  fhall  be  able 
to  make  you  and  my  M after  cafy. 

Mrs.  Striffi.  But  how  came  lhe  to  know  any  thing  of 
the  Matter  ? 

Lueet.  I  have  been  with  them,  Madam.  I  could 
not  bear  to  fee  fo  good  a  Lady  fo  ill  treated. 

Mrs.  Stritt.  I  am  indeed,  Lucettay  ill  treated.  But  I 
hope  this  Day  will  be  the  lad  of  it. 

Lueet.  Madam  Clarinda  and  Mr.  Frankly  will  be 
there:  And  the  young  Gentleman,  Madam,  who  was 
with  you  in  this  Room  laft  Night. 

Mrs.  Strift.  Ha  !  if  He  is  there,  there  may  be  Hopes  s 
and  it  is  worth  the  trying, 

Lueet.  Dear  Lady-— Let  me  call  a  Chair. 

Mrs.  StriEl.  I  go  with  you.  I  cannot  be  more  wretched 
ifoan  I  am.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  Meggot^  Houfe. 

Enter  Frankly,  Ranger,  Bellamy,  Jacintha, 
and  Meggot. 

Frank.  Oh,  Ranger!  This  is  News  indeed.  Your 
Coufin,  and  a  Lady  of  fuch  Fortune  I 

Rang.  I  have  done  the  Bufinefs  for  you.  I  tell  you 
&e's  your  own.  She  loves  you. 

Frank. 
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Frank.  Words  are  too  faint  to  tell  the  Joy,  I  feel. 

Rang.  I  have  put  that  Heart  of  hers  into  fuch  a  Flut- 
ter, that  I'll  lay  a  hundred  Guineas,  with  the  Afliftancd 
which  this  Lady  has  promised  me,  I  fix  her  yours  di- 
redlly. 

Jacin.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Frankly,  we  have  a  Defign  tipoft 
her  which  cannot  fail.    But  you  muft  obey  Orders. 

Frank.  Moft  willingly.  But  remember,  dear  Lady,  I 
have  more  than  Life  at  Stake. 

Jacin.  Away  then  into  the  next  Room  ;  for  fhe  is 
this  Inftant  coming  hither. 

Frank.  Hither  ?   You  furprize  me  more  and  more. 

Jacin.  Here  is  a  Meflage  from  her,  by  which  fhe  de- 
fires  leave  to  wait  on  me  this  Afternoon. 

Rang.  Only  for  the  Chance  of  feeing  you  here,  I  a£ 
fyre  ye. 

Frank.  Let  me  hug  thee,  tho*  I  know  not  how  ti> 
believe  it. 

Rang.  Pfhah  !  Prithee,  do  not  ftifle  me  !  It  is  a  bufy 
Day,  a  very  bufy  Day. 

Jack  Meg.  Thou  art  the  moft  unaccountable  Creature 
In  Life. 

Rang.  But  the  moft  lucky  one,  Jack,  if  I  fucceed  for 
Frankly*  as  I  have  for  Bellamy    and  my  Heart  whifpers 
me  I  fha.ll.    Come  in,  moft  noble  Mr.  Buckle  :  And* 
what  have  you  to  propofe  ? 

Enter  Buckle,* 

Buckle.  A  Lady*  Madam,  in  a  Chair,  fays  her  Name 
is  Clarinda. 

Jacin.  Defire  her  to  walk  up. 

Bella.  How  could  you  let  her  wait  ?  [Exit  Buckle.*] 
You  muft  excufe  him,  Madam.  Buckle  is  a  true  Bache- 
lorY  Servant,  and  knows  no  Manners. 

Jacin.  Away,  away,  Mr.  Frankly,  and  ftay  till  I  cafl 
you.  A  Rap  with  my  Fan  lhall  be  the  Signal.  [Exit 
Frankly.]  We  make  very  free  with  your  Houfe,  Mt\- 
Meggot. 

F  a  jmk 
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Jack  Meg.  Oh!  You  could  not  oblige  me  more! 
Enter  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Dear  Mrs.  Bellamy pity  my  Confufion.  I  am 
to  wifh  you  Joy,  and  ask  your  Pardon  all  in  a  Breath. 
I  know  not  what  to  fay.  I  am  quite  afham'd  of  my  laft 
Night's  Behaviour. 

Jacin.  Come,  come,  Clarinda^  it  is  all  well  !  All  is 
over  and  forgot.    Mr.  Bellamy. 

Clar.  I  wifh  you  Joy,  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart,  and 
fliould  have  been  very  lorry  if  any  Folly  of  mine  had 
prevented  it. 

Bella.  Madam,  I  am  obliged  to  you. 

Clar.  {Aftde?^  I  fee  nothing  of  Mr.  Frankly!  My  Heart 
mifgives  me. 

Rang.  And  fo  :  You  came  hither  purely  out  of  Friend- 
ship, Good-nature,  and  Humility. 
Clar.  Purely. 

Rang.  To  confefs  your  Offences,  to  beg  Pardon,  and 
to  make  Reparation. 

Clar.  Purely.    Is  this  any  thing  fo  extraordinary  ? 

Jack  Meg.  The  mod  fo  of  any  thing  in  Life,  I 
think. 

Rang.  A  very  whimfical  Bufinefs  for  fo  fine  a  Lady, 
and  an  Errand  you  feldom  went  on  before,  I  fancy, 
my  dear  Coufin. 

Jacin.  Never,  I  dare  fwear,  if  I  may  judge  by  the 
auk  ward  Concern  fhe  fhews  in  delivering  it. 

Clar.  Concern?  Lard!  well!  I  proteft,  you  are  all 
exceeding  pretty  Company  !  Being  fettled  for  Life,  Ja- 
cinth a,  gives  an  eafe  to  the  Mind,  that  brightens  Con- 
verfation  flrangely. 

Jacin.  I  am  forry,  with  all  my  Heart,  you  are  not  in 
the  fame  Condition ;  for  as  you  are,  my  Dear,  you  are 
horridly  cbagrine. 

Rang.  But  with  a  little  of  our  Help,  Madam,  the 
Lady  may  recover,  and  be  very  good  Company. 

Clar. 
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Clar.  Hum  !  What  does  he  mean,  Mr.  Bellamy  ? 
Bella.  Ask  him,  Madam. 

Clar.  Indeed  I  lhall  not  give  myfelf  the  Trouble. 
Jacin.  Then  you  know  what  he  means. 
Clar.  Something  impertinent,  1  iuppofe,  not  worth 
explaining. 

j Jacin.  It  is  fomething  you  won't  let  him  explain,  I 
find. 

Enter  a  Servant \  and  wbijpers  Meggot. 

Jack  Meg.  Very  well !  Defire  him  to  walk  into  the 
Parlour.    Madam,  the  Gentleman  is  below. 

Jacin.  Then,  every  one  to  your  Pofts.  You  know 
your  Cues. 

Rang.  I  warrant  ye.  [Exeunt  Gentlemen. 

Clar.  All  gone  !  I  am  glad  of  it,  tor  I  want  to  /peak 
to  you. 

Jacin.  And  I,  my  dear  Clarinda,  have  fomething  which 
I  do  not  know  how  to  tell  you.  But  it  muft  be  known, 
fooner  or  later. 

Clar.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Jacin.  Poor  Mr.  Frankly  

Clar.  You  fright  me  out  of  my  Senfes  ! 

Jacin.  Has  no  Wounds,  but  what  you  can  cure!  Ha! 
ha!  ha! 

Clar.  Pfhah !  I  am  angry  ! 

Jacin.  Pfliah  !  You  are  pleas'd!  And  will  be  more 
fo,  when  I  tell  you  this  Man,  whom  Fortune  has  thrown 
in  your  Way,  is,  in  Rank  and  Temper,  the  Man  in  the 
World,  who  fuits  you  beft  for  a  Husband. 

Clar.  Husband !  I  fay,  Husband  indeed  !  Where  will 
this  end  ?  [Jfide. 

Jacin.  His  very  Soul  is  yours,  and  he  only  waits  an 
Opportunity  of  telling  you  fo.  He  is  in  the  next  Room. 
Shall  i  call  him  in  ? 

Clar.  My  dear  Girl,  hold  ! 
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Jacin.  How  foolifh  is  this  Coynefs  now,  Clarinda?  If 
ilits  Men  were  here  indeed,  fomething  might  be  faid.— 
And  fo,  Mr.  Frankly! 

Clar.  Flow  can  you  be  fo  teazing? 

Jacin.  Nay,  I  am  in  downright  Earned.  And  to  fliew 
you  how  particular  I  have  been  in  my  Enquiries,  tho'  I 
know  you  have  a  Spirit  above  regarding  the  modifb, 
paltry  way  of  a  Smithfield  Bargain — His  Fortune-- — — 

Clar.  I  don't  care  what  his  Fortune  is. 

Jacin.  Don't  ye  fo  ?  Then  you  are  farther  gone  than  I 
thought  you  were. 

Clar. 'No,  Plha!  Prithee!  I  don't  mean  fo  neither. 

Jacin.  I  don't  care  what  you  mean.  But  you  won't 
like  him  the  worfe,  I  hope,  for  having  a  Fortune  fupe- 
ripr  to  your  own.    Now,  fhall  I  call  him  in? 

Clar.  Pho!  dear  Girl— —Some  other  time. 

Jacin.  [Raps  with  her  Fan.']  That's  the  Signal,  and  here 
^re  is.  You  fhall  not  ftir.  1  pofuively  will  leave  you  to- 
gether. [Exit  Jacintha. 

Clar.  I  tremble  all  over. 

Enter  Frankly. 

Frank.  Pardon  this  Freedom,  Madam,— —But  I  hope 
pur  having  fo  luckily  met  \yjth  a  common  Friend  in  Mrs. 

Bellamy-- 
Clar.  Sir  ! 

prank.  Makes  any  farther  Apology  for  my  Behaviour 
Jaft  Night  absolutely  unncceflary. 

Clar.  So  far,  Mr.  Frankly  y  that  I  think  the  Apology 
fhould  be  rather  on  my  fide,  for  the  impertinent  Buftle  I 
tfiade  about  her. 

Frank.  This  Behaviour  gives  me  Hopes,  Madam.  Par- 
don the  Conftru&ion— Bqt  from  the  little  Buftle  you  made 
about  the  Lady,  may  I  not  hope,  you  was  not  quite  in- 
different about  the  Gentleman  ? 

Clar.  Have  a  care  of  being  too  fanguine  in  your  Hopes., 
flight  not  a  Love  of  Power,  or  the  SatisfafHon  of  fhevv- 
jng  that  |Wer,  or  the  dear  PJeafure  of  abufing  that 

Power  j 
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Power;  might  not  thefe  have  been  Foundation  enough 
for  more  than  what  I  did  ? 

Frank.  Charming  Woman  !]  —With  moft  of  your  Sex, 
I  grant,  they  might,  but  not  with  you.  Whatever  Power 
your  Beauty  gives,  your  Good-nature  will  allow  you  no 
other  ufe  of  ir,  than  to  oblige. 

Clar.  This  is  the  Height  of  Compliment,  Mr.  Frankly, 

Frank.  Not  in  my  Opinion,  I  aflure  you,  Madam; 
and  I  am  now  going  to  put  it  to  the  Trial. 

Clar.  [/f/ide.]  What  is  he  going  to  fay  now? 

Frank.  [Jfide.~]  What  is  it  that  ails  me,  that  I  cannot 
fpeak?  Pflia!  he  here! 

Enter  Ranger. 

Clar.  Interrupted!  impertinent! 

Rang.  There  is  no  fight  fo  ridiculous  as  a  Pair  of  your 
true  Lovers.  Here  are  you  two  now,  bowing  and  cring- 
ing, and  keeping  a  Paflion  fecret  from  one  another,  that 
is  no  Secret  t6  all  the  Houfe  befide.  And  if  you.  don't 
make  the  matter  up  immediately,  it  will  be  alj  oyer  the 
Town  within  thefe  two  Hours. 

Clar.  W  hat  do  you  mean  ? 

Frank.  Ranger  

Rang.  Do  you  be  quiet,  can't  ye !  [Ajide.]  But  it  is 
over,  1  fuppofe,  Coufin,  and  you  have  given  him  your 
Confent. 

Clar.  Sir5  the  Liberties  you  are  pleas'd  to  take  with 
me  

Rang.  Oh!  in  your  Airs  ftill,  are  you?  Why  then, 
Mr.  Frankly,  there  is  a  certain  Letter  of  yours,  Sir,  t« 
this  Lady  ■ 

Clar.  A  Letter  to  me ! 

Rang.  Ay!  to  you,  Madam. 

Frank.  Ha!  what  of  that  Letter? 

Rang.  It  is  only  fallen  into  Mr.  Stri£lland9%  Hand% 
that  is  all ;  and  he  has  read  it. 

prank.  Read  it! 

F  4  Rangi 
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Rang.  Ay!  read  it  to  all  his  Family  at  home,  and  to 
all  the  Company  below :  And  if  fpme  Stop  be  not  put 
to  it,  it  will  be  read  in  all  the  Coffee-houfes  in  Town. 

Fmnk.  A  Stop!  This  Sword  fliall  put  a  Stop  to  it,  or 
I  will  perifli  in  the  Attempt. 

Rang.  But  will  that  Sword  put  a  Stop  to  the  Talk  of 
the  Town— Only  make  it  talk  the  fafter,  take  my  Word 
for  it. 

Gar.  This  is  all  a  Trick. 

Rang.  Is  it  fo  ?  you  fhall  foon  fee  that,  my  fine  Coufin^ 

[Exit  RangJfc 

Frank.  It  is  but  too  true,  I  fear.  There  is  fuch  a  LeiM 
which  I  gave  Lucetta.  Can  you  forgive  meff  Wssff 
much  to  blame,  when  I  could  neither  fee,  nor  hear  of  you  ? 

Gar.  [Tenderly.']  You  give  yourfelf,  Mr.  Frankly ,  a 
Thoufand  more  UneafinefFes  than  you  need  about  me. 

Frank,  If  this  Uneafinefs  but  convinces  you  how 
much  I  love  you — Interrupted  again !  t 

Gar.  \Afide.~\  This  is  downright  Malice. 

Enter  Ranger,  followed  by  Jacintha,  Mr.  Stri&land* 
Bellamy,  and  Meggot. 

Rang.  Enter,  enter,  Gentlemen  and  f5ady. 
Gar.  Mr.  Striciland  here!  What  is  all  this? 
Rang.  Now  you  fhall  fee  whether  this  is  a  Trick  or  no. 
Jacin.  Do  not  be  uneafy,  my  Dear ;  we  will  explain  it 
to  you. 

Frank.  I  cannot  bear  this  trifling,  Ranger  >  when  my 
Heart  is  on  the  rack. 

Rang.  Come  this  way  then,  and  learn, 
[jacintha,  Clarinda,  Frankly,  and  Ranger  retire. 
Mr.  Stri&land,  Bellamy,  and  Meggot  advance. 
Mr.  Striff.  Why,  I  know  not  well  what  to  fay.  This 
has  a  Face.  This  Letter  may  as  well  agree  with  Garinda 
as  with  my  Wife,  as  you  have  told  the  Story    and  Lu- 
cetta explained  it  fb  —-But  (he  for  a  Sixpenny  Piece  would 
have  conftru'd  it  the  other  way.        *;  v?  a\& 

Jack 
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-    Jack  Meg.  But  Sir,  if  we  produce  this  Mr.  Frankly  to 
you,  and  he  owns  himfelf  the  Author  of  this  Letter. 

Bella.  And  if  Clarinda  likewife  be  brought  before  your 
Face  to  encourage  his  Addrefies,  there  can  be  no  farther 
Room  for  Doubt. 
Mr.  Strift.  No  !  let  that  appear,  and  I  fliall — I  think 

I  fliall  be  fatisfied —  But  yet,  it  cannot  be-  

Bella.  Why  not  ?  Hear  me,  Sir.  ['They  talk. 

[Jacintha,  Clarinda,  Frankly,  and  Ranger  advance. 
Jacin.  In  fhort,  Clarinda,  unlefs  the  Affair  is  made  up 
\dire£Uy  :  a  Separation,  with  all  the  Obloquy  on  her  Side, 
^muft  be  the  Confequence. 

Clar.  Poor  Mrs.  Striflland,  I  pity  her ;  but  for  him, 
he  deferves  all  he  feels  were  it  ten  times  what  it  is. 

Jacin.  It  is  for  her  fake  only*  that  we  beg  of  you  both 
to  bear  with  his  Impertinence. 

Clar.  With  all  my  Heart.    You  will  do  what  you  pleafe 
with  me. 

Frank.  Generous  Creature ! 

Mr.  Striff.  Hz  !  here  flhe  is,  and  with  her  the  very  Man 
I  faw  deliver  the  Letter  to  Lucetta  —  I  do  begin  to  fear  I 
have  made  myfelf  a  Fool  — -  Now  for  the  Proof.  —  Here 
is  a  Letter,  Sir,  which  has  given  me  great  Difturbance, 
and  thefe  Gentlemen  allure  me  it  was  writ  by  you. 
,  Frank.  That  Letter,  Sir,  upon  my  Honour  I  left  this 
Morning  with  Lucetta,  for  this  Lady. 

Mr.  Strift.  For  that  Lady !  and,  Frankly,  the  Name  at 
the  bottom  is  not  feign'd,  but  your  real  Name. 

Frank.  Frankly  is  my  Name. 

Mr.  Stritt.  I  fee,  I  feel  myfelf  ridiculous. 

Jacin.*  Now,  Mr.  Striflland  —  I  hope— 

Jack  Meg.  Ay  !  ay !  a  clear  Cafe. 

Mr.  -St&ff.  I  am  fatisfied,  and  will  go  this  Inftant  to 
Mrs.  StriElland. 

Rang.  Why  then  the  Devil  fetch  me,  if  this  would  fa- 
tisfy  me, 

Mr.Strifi.  What's  that? 

Rang* 
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Rang.  Nay,  nothing.    It  is  no  Affair  of  mine. 
Bella.  What  do  you  mean,  Ranger? 
Mr.  Sir  iff.   Ay !  what  do  you  mean  ?  I  will  know 
before  I  flufi 

Rang.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir.  Cannot  you  fee  that 
all  this  may  be  a  concerted  Matter  between  them  ? 

Frank.  Ranger ,  you  know  I  can  refent. 

Mr.  Strift..  Go  on.— -I  will  defend  you,  let  who  will 
refent  it. 

Rang.  Why  then,  Sir,  I  declare  myfelf  your  Friend  : 
and  were  1  as  you  —  nothing  but  their  immediate  Mar- 
riage fhould  convince  me. 

Mr.  Strict.  Sir,  You're  right,  and  are  my  Friend,  in- 
deed.   Give  me  your  Hand. 

Rang.  Nay,  were  I  to  hear  her  fay,  I,  Clarinda,  take 
thee  Charles^  I  would  not  believe  them  'till  I  {aw  them 
a-bed  together.    Now  refent  it  as  you  will. 

M\  Stritl.  Ay,  Sir,  as  you  will.  But  nothing  lefs 
fhall  convince  me  ;  and  fo,  my  fine  Lady,  if  you  are  in 
carneft  ■ 

Car.  Sure,  Mr.  Striftland  

Mr.  Strift.  Nay,  no  flouncing!  You  cannot  efcape.  ; 
Rang.  Why,  Frankly ,  has't  no  Soul  ? 
Frank.  I  pity  her  Confufion. 

Rang.  Pity  her  Confufion  ?—  the  Man's  a  Fool— Here, 
take  her  Hand  ■ 

Frank.  Thus  on  my  Knees  then,  let  me  ravifh  with 
your  Hand,  your  Heart. 

Clar.  Ravifh  it  you  cannot ;  for  it  is  with  all  my  Heart 
I  give  it  you. 

Mr.  Strift.  I  am  fatisfied. 

Clar.  And.  fo  am  I,  now  it  once  is  over. 

Rang.  And  fo  am  f,  my  dainty  Coufin  —  And  I  wifh 
you  Joy  of  a  Man,  your  whole  Sex  would  go  to  Cuffs 
for,  if  they  knew  him  but  half  fo  well  as  I  do  -—  Ha  ! 
fihe  here?  This  is  more  than  J  bargain'd  for.  \_Afidr. 


Jacintha 
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Jacintha  leads  in  Mrs.  Stridtland, 

Mr.  Stritt.  ^Embracing  Mrs.  StriEtland.']  Madam,  re- 
proach me  not  with  my  Folly,  and  you  ihall  never  hear 
of  it  again. 

Mrs.  Strifi.  Reproach  you  ?  No  !  if  ever  you  hear  the 
lead  Reflection  pafs  my  Lips,  forfake  me  in  that  lnftant. 
Or,  what  would  yet  be  worfe,  fufpeft  it  again. 

Mr.  Strift.  It  is  enough.  I  am  alham'd  to  talk  to 
thee.—  This  Letter  which  I  wrote  your  Brother,  thus 
I  tear  in  Pieces,  and  with  it  part  for  ever  with  my  Jea- 
loufy. 

Mrs.  Stritt.  This  is  a  Joy,  indeed!  as  great  as  unex- 
pected. Yet  there  is  one  thing  wanting  to  make  it 
lading. 

Rang.  What  the  Devil  is  coming  now  ?  [dfide: 
Mrs.  Strict.  Be  affur'd,  every  other  Sufpicion  of  me 

was  as  unjuft  as  your  laft ;  tho*  perhaps  you  had  more 

Foundations  for  your  Fears. 

Rang.  She  won't  tell,  fure,  for  her  own  fake.  \Afide: 
Mrs.Strifl.  All  mutt  be  clear'd  before  my  Heart  will 

be  at  Eafe. 

Rang.  It  looks  plaguy  like  it,  tho' !  \_Afide. 

Mr.  Strifl.  What  mean  you  ?  I  am  all  Attention. 

Mrs.  Strift.  There  was  a  Man,  as  you  fufpedted,  in 
my  Chamber  laft  Night. 

Mr.  Strift.  Ha !  take  care,  I  (hall  relapfe. 

Mrs.StriB.  That  Gentleman  was  he— 

Rang.  Here  is  a  Devil  for  you  !  [Jjide. 

Mrs.  Strict.  Let  him  explain  the  reft. 

Rang.  A  Frolick  !  a  meer  Frolick !  on  my  Life. 

Mr.  Strift.  A  Frolick !  Zounds !        [They  irJerpofe. 

Rang.  Nay  don't  let  us  quarrel  the  very  Moment  you 
declared  yourfelf  my  Friend.  There  was  no  Harm  done, 
I  promife  you.  Nay,  never  frown.  After  I  have  told 
my  Story  :  any  Satisfaction  you  are  pleas'd  to  ask,  I  fhali 
be  ready  to  give. 

Mr, 
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Mr.  Striffi.  Be  quick  then,  and  eafe  me  of  my  Pain. 

Rang.  Why  then,  as  I  was  ftrolling  about  iaft  Night, 

 upon  the  Look-out,  I  mud  confefs  Chance,  and 

Chance  only  convey'd  me  to  your  Houfe :  where  I  efpied 
a  Ladder  of  Ropes  moft  invitingly  faften'd  to  the 
Window. 

Jacin.  Which  Ladder  I  had  faften'd  for  my  Efcape. 
Mr.  StriSl.  Proceed. 

Ra?ig.  Up  mounted  I,  and  up  I  fhould  have  gone,  if 
it  had  been  into  the  Garret.    I  open'd  one  Door,  then 
another,  and,  to  my  great  Surprize,  the  whole  Houfe  was 
filent.    At  laft,  I  ftole  into  a  Room  where  this  Lady  was 
undrefling. 

Mr.  StriEt.  'Sdeath  and  the  Devil !  you  did  not  dare* 
fure !  

Rang.  I  don't  know  whether  I  had  dared,  or  no :  if  I 
had  not  heard  the  Maid  fay  fomething  of  her  Matter's  be- 
ing jealous.  Oh  !—  Damn  me,  thought  I,  then  the  Work 
is  half  done  to  my  Hands. 

Jacin.  Do  you  mind  that,  Mr.  Striciland  ? 

Mr.  Strifl.  I  do — I  do,  moft  feelingly. 

Rang.  The  Maid  grew  faucy,  and,  moft  conveniently 
to  my  Wifhes,  was  turn'd  out  of  the  Room  and  if  you 
had  not  the  beft  Wife  in  the  World  

Mr.  StriSi.  Ounds !  Sir,  but  what  Right  have  you — — « 

Rang.  What  Right,  Sir?  If  you  will  be  jealous  of 
your  Wife  without  a  Caufe  ;  If  you  will  be  out  at  that 
time  of  Night,  when  you  might  have  been  fo  much  bet- 
ter employ 'd  at  home  :  We  young  Fellows  think  we 
have  a  Right-  > 

Mr.  Str&k  No  joking,  I  befeech  you  ;  you  know  not 
what  I  feel. 

Rang.  Then  ferioufly,  I  was  mad,  or  druak  enough, 
call  it  which  you  will,  to  be  very  rude  to  this  Lady  \  for 
which  Task  both  her  Pardon  and  yours  !  I  am  an  odd 
fort  of  a  Fellow,  perhaps:  But  lam  above  telling  you,  or 
any  Man,  a  Lye — Damn  me  if  I  am  not. 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Strift.  I  mud,  I  cannot  but  believe  you ;  and 
for  the  future,  Madam,  you  fhall  find  here  a  Heart  rea- 
dy to  love  and  truft  you.  No  Tears,  I  beg.  1  cannot 
bear  them. 

Mrs.  Strift.  I  cannot  fpeak,  and  yet  there  is  a  Favour, 
Sir  

Mr.  Strift.  I  underftand  you — And,  as  a  Proof  of  the 
Sincerity  with  which  I  fpeak,  I  beg  it  as  a  Favour  of 
this  Lady,  in  particular,  [To  Clarinda.]  and  of  all  the 
Company  in  general,  to  return  to  my  Houfe  immediately : 
where  every  thing,  Mr.  .Bellamy,  fhall  be  fettled  to  your 
entire  Satisfaction.  No  Thanks,  I  have  not  deferv'd 
them. 

Jack  Meg.  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Sir.  The  Fiddles  are 
ready.  Mrs.  Bellamy  has  promis'd  me  her  Hand,  and  I 
won't  part  with  one  of  you  till  Midnight  ;  and  if  you 
are  as  well  fatisfied  as  you  pretend  to  be,  let  our  Friend 
Rattle  here  begin  the  Ball  with  Mrs.  Stri&landi  for  he 
feems  to  be  the  Hero  of  the  Day. 

Mr.  StriSt.  As  you  and  the  Company  pleafe. 

Rang.  Why,  this  is  honeft.  Continue  but  in  this  Hu- 
mour, and  Faith !  Sir,  you  may  truft  me  to  run  about  your 
Houfe  like  a  Spaniel —  I  cannot  fufficiently  admire  at  the 
Whimficainefs  of  my  good  Fortune,  in  being  fo  inftru- 
mental  to  this  general  Happinefs  —  Bellamy,  Frankly^  I 
wifh  you  Joy  with  all  my  Heart  (tho*  1  had  rather  you 
fhould  be  married  than  I,  for  all  that).  Never  did  Ma- 
trimony appear  to  me  with  a  Smile  upon  her  Face,  'till 
thislnftant. 

Sure  Joys  for  ever  wait  each  happy  Pair, 

When  Senfe  the  Man,  and  Virtue  crowns  the  Fair  ; 

And  kind  Compliance  proves  their  mutual  Care. 

[  A  Dance, 


EPI- 
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Written  by  Mr.  Garric  k 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  PRITC  HA  R  D. 

TH  0*  the  young  Smarts,  I  fee,  begin  to  fneer, 
And  the  old  Sinners  cqfi  a  wicked  Leer : 
Be  not  alarm*  d,  ye  Fair  — YoiCve  nought  to  fear. 
No  wanton  Hint,  no  loofe  ambiguous  Senfe, 
Shall  flatter  vicious  Tafie  at  your  Expence. 
Leaving  for  once  thefe  fhamekfs  Arts  in  vogue: 
We  give  a  Fable  for  the  Epilogue. 

A  N  Afs  there  was,  our  Author  bid  me  fay, 
Who  needs  muft  write — He  did — And  wrote  a  Play. 
The  Parts  were  caft  to  various  Beafis  and  Fowl: 

Their  Stage  a  Barn  ;  The  Manager  an  Owl  I 

The  Houfe  was  crammed  at  Six,  with  Friends  and  Foes  5 

Rakes,  Wits,  and  Criticks,  Citizens  and  Beaux. 

Thefe  Characters  appeared  in  different  Shapes 

Of  Tigers,  Foxes,  Horfes,  Bulls  and  Apes  ; 

With  others  too,  of  lower  Rank  and  Station; 

A  perfett  AbfiraEl  of  the  Brute-Creation  I 

Each,  as  he  felt,  mark'd  out  the  Authors  Faults, 

And  thus  the  Connoifleurs  exprefs'd  their  Thoughts: 

The  Cri tick- curs  firjl  fnarl'd — -The  Rules  are  broke! 

Time,  Place,  and  Aftion,  facrificxd  to  Joke! 

The  Goats  cry'd  out,  9  Twas  formal,  dull,  and  chajle>  « 

Not  writ  for  Beafts  of  Gallantry  and  Tafie! 

The  Horned-Cattle  were  in  pitecm  taking, 

At  Fornication,  Rapes,  and  Cuckold-making! 

The  Tigers  /wore,  He  wanted  Fire  and  Paffton. 

The  Apes  condmtfd  becaufe  it  was  the  Fafhionl 
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7°he.  ?merous  Steeds  allowed  him  proper  Merit : 

Here  mark' d  his  Faults*  and  there  approved  his  Spirit. 

While  Brother-Bards  bray'd  forth  with  ufual  Spleen* 

Andr  as  they  heard*  exploded  every  Scene. 

When  Reynard's  Thoughts  were  ask'd*  the  Jhruggwg  Sage* 

Fam'dfor  Hyppocrify*  and  worn  with  Age* 

Condemned  the  fhamelels  Licence  of  the  Stage! 

At  which  the  Monkey  skipped  from  Box  to  Box* 

And  whifper'd  round*  the  Judgment  of  the  Fox ; 

Abus'd  the  Moderns  *  talk'd  of  Rome  and  Greece ; 

Bilk'd  ev'ry  Box-keeper**  and  damn'd  the  Piece. 

Now  etfry  Fable  has  a  Moral  to  it.- 

Be  Churchman*  Statefman*  any  thing— — but  Pat. 

In  haw*  or  Phyfick*  Quack  in  what  you  will 

Cant,  and  Grimace  conceal  the  want  of  Skill! 

Secure  in  thejer  his  Gravity  may  pafs- 

But  here  no  Artifice  can  hide  the  Afs. 
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